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INTRODUCTION. 



" What is a man to do, who has travelled 
over the whole of Europe enposteT* demanded 
a disconsolate voyager, who, somewhere this 
side of Kamschatka, wept, like another Alex- 
aildeV, that the earth contained no new realnls 
to be conquered by his chariot- wheels. " Go 
over the same ground on foot. Each country, 
I promise you, will be hew enough." Such 
was the reply ; and full it was both of sense 
and justice. The pleasure felt in enjoying 
travel by wholesale, if Imay so say, and tra- 
versing empires with a courier's speed, is, 
whatever the world may say, a very high plea- 
sure, even independent of vanity : it is an ex- 
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citement, of four-horse-power, to say the least 
of it, so great, as to sink almost below consi- 
deration the minor and common pleasures of 
travelling. Impelled by it, the varied leagues 
of Italy, and the dreary wersts of Russia, pass 
our chariot to the right and left with almost 
equal delight to us, and the spirit of adventure 
that fills the breast of the wanderer over Tar- 
tarean snows in his sledge, compensates for 
his privations, and renders the sum of his en- 
joyment fully equal to that of him, who drives 
listlessly from city to city, and from inn to 
inn, in devotion by the luxuries and the clime 
of the genial South. 

But as in love, war, wine, ambition, and all 
possible phases of excitement, so in travel, men 
soon lose that young and happy faculty of be- 
ing easily and simply pleased. Locomotion, 
mere locomotion, loses its charms, and plea- 
sures of a more stationary kind, even in moving, 
must be sought. Britons, well supplied as 
they take care to set forth with all the com- 
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forts of hard-ware, soft-ware, ancl nicknackery, 
are here sadly at a loss. They ate famous 
marchers, or rather wheelers by the way-side, 
but know not how to pitch their teota for ever 
so short a season, or to be happy therein. 
Their exploring voyages for the most part re- 
semble that of the dove from the ark— they 
find no dry ground for a resting-place, till 
they return to the little floating-ark of an isle, 
whence they set forth. 

Once forced, however, to become a citizen of 
the world, none becomes more fully so than a 
Briton; and as none are more eager and 
greedy after the gross pleasure of galloping 
across a continent, than they are at first, so 
none, after some years of foreign life, become 
better adapted for enjoying travel in detail. 
The man of what nation will, so readily as 
an Englishman, fling himself alone among 
strangers, or isolate himiSelf in solitary scenery*? 
Who ever saw a single Frenchman, with all 
the love of that nation for the picturesque. 
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wending his way alone through the defiles of 
the Alps ? The Germans, with all their enthu- 
siasm^ travel in hordes. This may be account- 
ed for by the fact that in that frank and sim- 
ple country, feeling, be it ever so marked, ever 
so wrought up, has no need of either secrecy 
or modesty. But in England, where the en- 
thusiastic feeling of the German is united with 
that prevalence of ridicule and morbid dread 
of it, generally considered characteristic of 
French society, sentiment must necessarily be 
cherished, and enjoyed in solitude. This is 
the true reason, that in travel so many indi- 
viduals of our nation contradict the national 
character, by throwing themselves amongst 
strangers, losing themselves in foreign life, and 
spending their days, staff in hand, along the 
mountain-paths, and in the cottages and cha- 
lets of Switzerland. It is a paradox, I have 
often heard foreigners wonder at, and wonder 
at moreover not only as a paradox, in being 
opposed to national character, but being con- 
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trary to received opinion, that an Englishman 
is always an Englishman, his tongue, his feel- 
ings, and even his least habits indefeasible. 

There is truth, however, in both observations 
— in the vulgar one, and in its contradiction. 
At our first setting forth, we are all the in- 
sular, prejudiced, proud, shy, selfish- seeming 
beings, that the ridicule of continental envy 
can depict us. Nay, if we return immediately, 
we return little better. But let us tarry abroad. 
Let the novelty of mere travel wear oflF ; let us 
be unconnected with home by family or pro- 
fession, deprived of the hopes of any such 
connexion, even as I, who write, by having 
attained a certain age without having made 
such provisions, and scorning to turn back for 
them. To such a man, the wid^ world is the 
only home, for there he enjoys all the advan- 
tages of his freedom, and is not reminded, as 
every object in his native home, did he dwell 
there, would not fail to bring to his recollec- 
tion, that his is a life manque, wanting in fact — 
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or thiit he has let pass the streams of love> of 
ambition^ of all the ways of worldly happiness, 
beyond recal, and that while his contempora- 
ries are winning or have won the noblest prizes 
in the lottery of life, he sate down content 
with an antipipated blank. To such a man, 
his native land is a huge, staring, unanswer- 
able, and never-dying reproach, far beyond my 
enduring at least ; and here, therefore, in this 
foreign land, I have become most at home. 
Every thing, that should be strange, is fami- 
liar, and all that should be familiar, strange. 
If I hear but an English voice, it has to me the 
wildest, most outlandish sound, and jars upon 
my ear. 

I am not a singular being, and therefore my 
egotism may be allowed, yon egoistic vowel 
being a numeral that stands for a whole spe- 
cies — ^we are simply the wandering and the 
disappointed. We are exiles, not romantic or 
pretentious ones, not favoured or exalted by 
any peculiar or dreadful visitation of Provi- 
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dence. Crossed in love, we may have been, 
in friendship must have been often, wronged 
ho doubt somewhat, bat not enough to make 
▼erse withal, with every propensity to com-* 
plain bitterly of the world, at least when in the 
spleen, but in truth with little reason, for the 
neglect has been on our side ; would-be misan- 
thropes, but in fact nothing more than hip- 
pish, indifferently gay, and seasonably un- 
happy — he, that would know more of one indi- 
vidual of the species, may accompany me upon 
my rambles. Though an Englishman, I have 
divested myself of all that pertaineth to one so 
born, except the core : my foregoing intro- 
duction I intended as an argumentative proof 
that such might be the case, but, like myself, 
it has proved garrulous and errant. In the 
mean time, take these pretensions as granted, 
and allow me to be your guide. My object is 
to amuse you with narrative, as oft as fit and 
worthy objects for such cross our path, and 
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in the' default und during the intervals of 
such, to utter most unpremeditatedly the 
crotchets of a warm and somewhat whimsical 
fancy. 
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CHAPTER I. 

A VISIT to Metiers Travers and the Lake'of 
Bienne, with a concomitant perusal of some of 
the later and egoistical productions of Rous- 
seau^ excited in me a more than usual desire 
for solitude and pedestrianism. Both were fa- 
vourites of my fancy, until that period, indeed, 
more often meditated than put in practice; for 
the Continent had not then been very many 
months open to the incursions of Englishmen, 
and my own dear country, with its boors, its 
high roads, its landlords so very acute in 
their perceptions of rank and wealth, I had 
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ever found most agreeable to traverse with the 
greatest number of wheels and horses procur- 
able. From Yverdun I set forth in obedience 
to the irresistible whim of the moment, visited 
the field of Grandson, the valley of the Orbe, 
and all the places around, famed either for 
association or the picturesque. The reader 
shall not be troubled with a description of these 
well-known scenes, in which neither interest- 
ing personage nor adventure crossed my path, 
or occurred to enhance the enjoyment of them. 
Indeed, it is to be doubted, if these chefs 
d*auvre of Nature's arrangement or caprice are 
most productive of pleasurable sensations: 
their effect is too overpowering, too absorbing, 
too exclusive of that accompanying train of 
thought, which oft heightens the charm of less 
romantic spots far above that of places more 
famed and sought. *' You cannot both eat 
your cake, and have it,'' saith the proverb ; 
and so can you not enjoy aught in anticipa- 
tion without diminishing the sum of final plea* 
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8are> and converting a portion of it into dis- 
appointment. This perhaps is the secret of 
the frequent failure of Nature's choicest 
scenes in producing their effect. Or perhaps 
it is^ that chance, that queen of adrenture, is 
jealous of shedding needless interest upon a 
spot so well supplied from sources foreign to 
her, and selects in preference for her freakp 
and incidents an insignificant by-road, or not 
o'er romantic vale, where she may introduce a 
way-farer like myself to some mysterious per- 
sonage, or indulge his curiosity with the clue 
to some interesting story. 

I have ever found that one of the best 
guides to scenic and sequestered beauty is a 
river. Having followed for some days the 
current of the Orbe, repaid for no small diffi- 
culties and fieitigue by the splendid and ever 
varying points of view which it offered, I re- 
solved to trace in a similar manner towards 
the north the course of the Doubs, especially 
as it would conduct me by a more novel path 
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than the high road» towards Bienne and So- 
leure^ whither my steps were bent. Beautiful 
as was the deep valley of the Jura, through 
which the current ran, it certainly rivalled not 
the banks and sources of the Orbe ; and my 
thoughts> as I journeyed on, were freer per- 
haps, and more buoyant on that very account. 
The mind gave its spirit to, not took its im- 
pressions from, the scene; my imagination 
when excited, seemed to lord it o'er the pros- 
pect^ instead of being awed in mere and sub- 
missive admiration ; whilst reverie might steal 
my perceptions from it, without meeting re- 
proaches for being forgetful of surrounding 
beauty. * 

Such were the feelings with which I traced 
the course of thfi Doubs for several days, now 
traversing with it a dreary and elevated table- 
land, now descending the steep ravine, down 
which it roared, and compelled by the imprac- 
ticabiNty of accompanying its immediate cur- 
rent, to seek a distant way, aloft, from whence 
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I beheld the silrery line of spray that marked 
its descent, breaking through the dark-green 
foliage of the pines that overhung and at 
length concealed it. Farther on I succeeded 
in regaining its banks, of which, although that 
opposite was the craggy base of some young 
Alp of ihe Jura, the one which I traversed 
was a deep and luxuriant meadow shaded by 
young plantations, and tenanted by the tin- 
gling herd of a vacherie. White houses scat- 
tered at intervals, some pitched upon the 
ledge of a declivity, others upon the brink of 
the stream, with] the patches of cultivation 
that surrounded each, imparted that resem- 
blance to Welsh scenery, which Simond has 
remarked. 

Absorbed in contemplating and hoarding 
up ihe impressions heire preserved, I wandered 
on, abstracting myself at moments from the 
objects round to pursue some butterfly of the 
brain, and recurring to the prospect atf oft as 
a sufficieiit distance past presented it under a 
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new appearance. Twice or thrice in these 
glances did the figure of an old man meet my 
▼ieWy before it attracted my full attention. 
His being well clad was a circumstance not so 
unusual in these manufacturing and wealthy 
▼ales, as to promise superior rank or informa- 
tion. His occupation, however, which became 
evident upon nearer approach — ^he was herba- 
lizing on the mountain-side — ^was such as to 
command instantly not only the respect, but 
the interest of a rSveur, of one just risen from 
the perusal of Jean Jaques. I drew near to 
him, whilst he, regardless of my approach, al- 
lowed me full leisure for scrutiny. He seemed 
of most diminutive form and stature, his in- 
significant person nevertheless surmounted by 
a large head and countenance, the eyes in- 
deed lustreless, but the face itself beaming with 
placidity and benevolence — such a one as Mari- 
vaux has described as having an oir plus ancien 
que vieux. His hair, which he chose not to 
cover, his hat being whimsically appended to 
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the button of his coat, was of silver gray, and 
parted o'er a brow and cheeks, notwithstand- 
ing his age, of jurenile contour. This gave 
him to me a Miltonic appearance, that not a 
little increased my interest. 

I accosted him. He replied, as one to 
whom converse with a stranger was welcome : 
and I in a little time abandoned the Doubs 
for the more social company of the gray- 
haired unknown. He was at first somewhat 
too much of a botanist for me, and expa- 
tiated upon the gender, number, and person 
of a specimen of CerasHum Aquaticum which 
he had gathered, in that mortifying tone of 
communication, which supposes and takes 
quietly for granted, one's knowledge of a sci- 
ence, utterly unknown to one. I was at 
length obliged to confess the little interest I 
took in the culling of simples, professing my- 
self at the same time a worshipper of Nature 
in the mass, rather than in her minute spe- 
cimens. 
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''Your admiratioii, then,'' repUed he, "^ ig 
that merely of an amateur for an art, the pro- 
duce and enjoyment of a leisure hour. Na- 
ture IB my only companion, my sole study, 
and were I to confioe my attention to its 
gfneral appearance and effects/ 1 should lack 
oocapatlon often both for mind and body.*' 

• 

**Thftt teems strange to me,** quoth I; 
'^MA yon prospect be less interesting than 
thii tiny flower?** 

** To you« yoong man, far more so, who have 
a well of feeling springing in your breast, . 
which you can pour forth upon its fair extent. 
But I, who am old and narrowed in my sym- 
pathies, as well as a frequent sojourner amongst 
these scenes, cannot afford, unless at rare- 
ooourring intervals, such an outlay of senti- 
ment, as scenic enjoyment demands. The 
mere sunshine is enough to cheer my listless 
dreams, and a greater object of interest than 
a 9ower would mar the even tenoi: of my 
pulse and thoughts." 
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Being a younger man then than now^ I 
scarcely understood what a few years' progress 
in apathy has since rendered perfectly intelli- 
gible to me. I left the argument there. 

''You are proceeding to Locle?" said my 
companion. 

I answered in the affirmative. 

''We may be companions so far/' added hje 
stretching forth his staff towards the yillage^ 
the red roofs and tin-capped steeple of which 
were seen in the extremity of the valley, tinged 
with the ray of the declining sun. 

We walked along for some time in silence, 
which in any other situation might to such new 
acquietintances have been embarrassing. But 
the lovely scene was excuse sufficient for ab- 
straction; and both of us looked and listened 
to the brawling Doubs, and towards the pic- 
turesque banks which overhung it on the 
opposite side, if not with similar thoughts, 
at least with countenances similarly expres- 
sive. 

b3 
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'' Those banks are France/' observed I, in- 
quiringly/' and these meads are Switzerland?'' 

** Even so/' replied my companion. 

** What a scene for an exile, to wander near 
and behold the limits of his country, yon soil 
that he must not tread, yon barrier that he dare 
not pass?" 

''Are you an exile. Sir?" demanded the old 
man. 

'^ At best but a voluntary one/' 

" It is pity that your isle is not blessed with 
revolutions, political convulsions, and all the 
sublime consequences of parties struggling for 
life as well as power ; for exile seems to appear 
to Englishmen the very sublime of their sad 
and romantic pleasures. All that ye, insular 
pilgrims, seem to want of happiness, is a fair 
excuse for being unhappy." 

I could not but smile at this unexpected 
sally. 

" Now I am an exile, and from that land you 
contemplate/' continued the old Frenchman; 
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*' and yet neither bank nor stream inspire the 
sentiments which you would lend me as an 
imaginative being/' 

''At first, however^ you must have expe- 
rienced such, though habit since has worn 
away the feeling/' 

*' There you are wrong. Tis one of those 
that habit and indulgence would increase. But 
I am a cosmopolite, and know no country ; and 
what I lose thereby in romance and in your 
respect, I gain in quiet." 

''And has banishmeut filled you with no 
regrets V 

"A few — ^my evening's torbet, and my jour- 
nal — ^my sunny walk in the Jardin des Pkmtes, 
and my scditary chamber au qtiatriime aver* 
looking the bustle of the Faubourg St. Antoine 
— an old friend's conversation too— -my chil- 
dren, they may sufier, they have— but th^ young 
may bear their own sorrows." 

The conversation seemed to press upon his 
confidence, so that I discontinued it^ and i^ a 
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few moments we entered the little street of 

liocle. 

" Know you, if there is an inn in this village Y* 

aslLed I of my companion. 

*' A wretched auberge, if there be one/* 

" I must then find out the mansion of the 

*' liiat will not be difficult, for thither in fact 
am I at this moment bound." 

I accordingly followed hi^ steps through the 
village, in which our appearance seemed to ex- 
cite little attention. The genius of mechanical 
industry, more pressing, less curious and idle, 
than that of agriculture, presided there, and 
neither loom nor hammer rested to allow of 
scanning^ the traveller more closely. Man, tiie 
machine, laboured on as regularly and inces- 
santly as the wheels which the stream of the 
Doubs was turning, and with no trifling roar. 

We clambered up the declivous street. The 
church surmounted an eminence above the vil- 
lage, and beyond this, contiguous to his place 
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of worship, stood the comfortable and spacioiiB 
mansion of the cure. He himself stood in his 
▼ine-crowned porch, and immediately greeted 
his brother elder with a cordial salatation« I 
too went not without my welcome ; and we 
three sat down in the porch, oyerlooking Lode, 
the Doubs, and its beautiful valley, dius 
spending the first moments in contemplating 
the scene, while the eyening's repast was 
brought forth and spread before us. 

** Welcome to our valley. Monsieur La Ver- 
si^,'' said the curi, " but you would have been 
more welcome, had you brought Mademoiselle 
Compile with you/' 

*'I had no thoughts of wandering so far 
when I set forth this morning,'' replied La 
Vefsi^re, ''but. my fiivourite cluuse aux fleun, 
my botanising mind, led me on even to the 
brink of my Rubicon yonder, where, by the by, 
I met Monsieur," turning to me, '* and gained 
from him a lecture upon my want of senti- 
ment." 
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'' 'Tis a commodity that the youths of his 
country abouDd in, almost as much as in the 
superfluous wealth, that might dispense with it.** 

'^ That rather is its cause and food,** ob- 
served La Versiire. 

*^ You may easily exaggerate our stock both 
of wealth and sentiment/' observed I ; '' they 
overflow in a Swiss valley perhaps, while 
the sources are often dry enough witii us at 

home/* 

^^But you promised often to bring Made- 
moiselle Comelie to see me. The ride would 
do her good. Our valley at least rivals yours. 
And the conversation, though but of an old 
curt, would enliven her." 

" Tis true,, my reverend friend ; and, what 
your delicacy forbears to urge, we should take 
advantage of the only house, the only society, 
to which we have admission." 

'*Nay, nay," said the old cur6, "you are 
strangers in these parts/' 

'* Strangers still more to our age and gene- 
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fation,^ rejoined La Venidre ; '* so fortune has 
wUled it.*' 

'^ What else can we expect, if we commence 
by being strangers to the tmth r 

m 

La Versi^re smiled. And I, somewhat in- 
terested^ though uncalled to join in a con- 
versation not a little enigmatical to me, devoted 
my attention to the pastoral fare before me, 
viz. kid for viand, herbs of every kind, and 
white wine not of the sweetest. Grapes and 
grw/ire terminated the repast. 

** Ossian, however, is often with you,'' said 
M. La Versidre. 

" Yes, that son of thine would recompense 
for the churlishness of a whole family. And 
yet, I fear, even he is selfish in his visits. The 
rogue loves my library far better than he loves 
me. Except his stock of volumes be exhausted, 
I never see himi.'' 

'' Perhaps you have been endeavouring to 
convert him,'' said La Versidre with a smile, 
'' if so, Ossian is proud." 
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'' A sound reason that for his retaining his 
own opinion/* 

*' An efficacious and not a dishonourable one, 
when that opinion is scouted and persecuted." 

The cure passed his hand over his fine fore* 
head, and smoothed with hard and trembling 
fingers his thin white locks. He seemed to 
h^ye the subject, on which he was about to 
speak, at heart. He was, perhaps, too full of its 
importance, loo agitated, to succeed, if aught 
it was that he wished to impress upon his 
tranquil companion: for feeling, though it 
be the strength of man, appears but weakness 
to the merely reasoning and the cold. 

" I do not wish, that is, I do not seek, to win 
you to the truth. La Yersi^re ; you are bver^ 
old, oyerwise, and too much yersed in the ways 
and wisdom of men, to listen eyen with pa- 
tience to the arguments of a rustic and unworthy 
minister of a creed that you disown. But 
come, I will make a pact with you, — descend, 
thou from thy apathy and sneers, I will waiye. 
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if possible, my faith and confidence in revelation 
-—we will put ourselves ^together aside — and 
take into consideration the young and the ris- 
ing generation, your children, La Versiire.**— 

'' I understand you/' 

** Will you send them forth into the world 
without a stay, without guide, witiiout conso- 
lation,'' continued the pastor, straight losing 
sight of his stipulation. 

'' Nay, now I understand you not," said La 
Versi&re. 

** I mean, that even calling in question the 
truth of the Great Truth, would it not be wise 
to arm young minds with a knowledge and 
conviction of its principles, ere they be sent 
forth to combat with the world and all its 
temptations to vice and to wrong?" 

'< What arm them with a lie ?" 

** Be decorous, or our pact vanishes. The 
greatest of your sophists never succeeded or 
even attempted to degrade Christianity lower 
than the rank of a probability." 



18 THE BBOICIDE's 

'' Shall I teach it to my children then as a 
probability?" 

" I fear, that were vain.'* 

'* I will not stoop to deceive them, were the 
remote good even proved to me, whidi it has' 
not been/' 

''What then shall be their guide through 
life?" 

''La Morale:' 

"Whose system?" 

*' I scarcely can determine." 

The cure smiled, and LaVersidre smiling 
too, added, " In the face of an argumentative 
antagonist to name a master were not wise." 

" No truly. But I hope, that the system of 
morals, whose founder you hold so wisely se- 
cret, and which is to be your children's creed 
and guide, is at least more than a probability, 
since with such you have professed yourself 
discontented." 

'' The system, if it can be called one, is 
merely composed of simple truths, and-chal- 
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lengeft no anthoriiy but what reason allows. 
It makes no promises, and can therefore not 
deceive." 

" How are its precepts to be enforced, de^ 
prived thus of the agency of hope or fear?'' 

*' May not a generous mind act without re- 
ference to either — ^worship good as good and 
beautiful — shun evil as disgraceful — ** 
There !" interrupted the curi. 
Not as disgraceful then/' continued La 
Versi^re ; '' since you will say, that hope and 
fear would mingle in the motive, and that the 
opinion of our fellow men would in that case 
be our arbitrary guides — say, evil is to be 
shunned as ugly, as offending upright con- 
sciousness, as marring die ideal of virtue in 
the mind.'' 

'' Specious and sad," exclaimed the pastor, 
— " what a frail prop to support one through 
the world." 

** Ye recluses," said La Versi^e smiling, 
'' seem alway to look upon the world as a kind 
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of lion's den, or mortal meUe, where nothing 
less than to be armed cap^ -pie, the vizor drawn 
down over the eyes even to blindness^ can pre- 
serve one from destruction.'^ 

^ And yoUy La Versi&re/' said the curS so- 
lemnly, and regarding fixedly the person whom 
he addresse(jl, *' can you, a Frenchman, who 
have been both witness and actor in yoar 
country's revolution**you, a Conventionalist, 
who have been proscribed and proscribing, who 
have seen the blood of th6 best flowing like 
water, in those times when philosophy reigned 
and Christianity was a crime in your land— can 
you demur to this life's being called a lion's 
den ? Can you, who have seen foes and friends 
hurried to the scafibld, and have seen them too 
in the more awful act of despatching other 
victims thither, can you call life aught but a 
mortal melee^f You have seen the fruit of 
the very principles you now profess. Sown 
long since, they seemed harmless, nay salutary 
hi their growth, and your parent might not 
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have feared them for ym. Bat you have seen 
them in full effect, in flower and in harvest, 
and can now choose to sow in your children's 
minds either the germ of fresh horrors, similar 
to what you have seen, or in its place a surer 
seed— ** 

Here tiie nerves of the old man failed his 
zeal; and moved by his own excitement as 
well as by the revolutionary horrors which his 
fancy brought to his view, his voice faltered, 
and the tears of emotion trickled dovirn the 
farrows of his cheek. 

''This was not in our pact,'' said La Versi^re, 
sharing his friend's emotion. 

A silence of some moments "ensued, during 
which the ruffled feelings of, indeed, us three, 
settled into a far deeper and sweeter calm, than 
that which preceded our momentary excite- 
ment* When it was resumed, it was with 
calmer and more harmonious views of the sub- 
ject. The disputants had learned to respect 
one another, and minor points touching the 
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great subject of dispute were brought forward 
and discussed, not without interest, but still 
with forbearance and amenity. 

I shall not follow all the windings of their 
desultory argument, rendered so delightful 
*to me by the character of La Versiire. He 
was a personage, whdioi I had become ac- 
quainted with in history, had esteemed dead 
(for the revolution, although but thirty years 
are upon computation found to have elapsed 
since it raged, is far more than half a century 
old in the chronology of those, beyond whose 
actual recollection it dates) — and now to find 
him before me, re-arguing the old philosophy, 
and freshly too — ^it was interesting as a scene 
of future remembrance. His very impiety, so 
disgusting at second-hand from the mouths of 
my compatriots and cotemporaries, seemed to 
come well from the ancient It struck me, but 
as any other idle superstition, in which races . 
of mankind have been educated ; and greedy 
as I was of information and novelty, his so- 
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phisms were as delightfal to me, as would have 
been the traditions of the Hindoo— -far more 
delightfal truly, as both more rational^ and 
more demanding the exercise of reason to ap- 
preciate and detect them. 

At length they came to speak of the latter 
ends of the irreligious, of Montesquieu, of 
Hume. The cure reluctantly allowed that the 
deaths of these men were as calm, as happy, as 
those of the most resigned and saintly ; and 
that in the last scenes as well a.s in the conduct 
of life, none could have done more honour to 
humanity. 

I here obser?ed that, '^ Although certainly 
the most striking proof of religion was the com* 
plete and satisfactory manner in which it solved 
the great enigma of humanity; the universal 
fitness of it to all men, and to all conditions of 
men, so that human nature and it seemed, 
when brought in contact, mutually to corres- 
pond : yet tiiat to this law, as to all others, 
there were exceptions, for instance, passionless 
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ohtrtoterSf oold and prudent^ and therefore re- 
moTed from most of the uneasinesses and anz« 
ieties of life \ of that even flow of blood and 
ttmperf as to be easily ruled and guided by the 
voioe of reason, without vice, without sorrow, 
without temptation, exempt from the chief 
pains and pleasures of their fellows, without the 
pale of humanity, and therefore scarcely ame- 
nable to its laws. If to all this be added an 
acute and reasoning mind, made contented by 
competence and fiune, we shall have the great 
exceptions we have spoken of, may perceive at 
the same time how much and truly they are 
exceptions, and how from individuals such as 
these no conclusion can be drawn against the 
laws and aids requisite for the rest of mankind. 
With a view to this world only, it may be said 
of such a man, of many a person, — ^he may do 
without religion, he will prove ah honest, moral, 
worthy member of society without its precepts, 
-*^but can this be said of men in general, can 
it be said of nations V* 
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'' Even /fear not/' said La Versiire candidly. 

*' Can it be said even of all the. members of a 
family?" urged I;'' is it in the nature of chance 
that they should be all passionless, reason-^ 
able, and exempt from that common proneness 
to ill, which nought but religion can coun- 
teract?" 

" That is home/' said the cure; ** I should 
have preached for years without coming to 
the point." 

La Versiire pondered, but still shook his 
head. 

** To push this gentleman's argument far- 
ther," continued the curi, ''with examples that 
he cannot supply, there is Ossian La Versi^e, 
your eldest son, mild, studious, reasonable, 
and contemplative, who, young as he is, has 
worked out for himself a moral system, on 
which he stands, cold and proud; who metes his 
smallest actions by a reasoning rule, and who 
is honourable from self-taught principle, not 
from the prejudices of men-^why him I should 

c 
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bftTe no fear of, in the most trying soenes of 
life (it is our pact to put futurity out of the 
question). But Oscar, your younger boy^ the 
wild, impetuous^ weak, passionate Oscax^ what 
system deroid of hope or fear, or without hold 
upon a thoughtless mind, will uphold him 
through the life on which he already enters. 
And Comelie too, your lovely daughter, Bage 
as she is, if she want not a guide^ yet she may 
want consolation, for is she secure from the 
ills of lifsi flrom ingratitude, injustice, disap- 
pointment—'^ 

*' This part of your argument I can answer,*' 
said La Versiire ; *' consolation she will find in 
her own breast against the bitterest stroke of 
adversity/' 
I '* I doubt it,'' said the curS. 

*' To be frax^ in my turn," said I, '' I scarcely 
do. The pride of philosophy consoles the strong 
mind, almost as much as religion. And it is 
as moral truth, more than as consolation, that 
I value the latter." 
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Yon are (yv(er«-yididing for « beEev'Cir/' said 
the ettri to me. 

^' Nay/' repUed I, ** I have too nMich £uth 
in the streoagtli iEUid tr^tb of cdigion, io think 
it needs all the accessaries that men bolster it 
up withal.^ 

'' Let us not afford sport and speculation 
to this common foe of ours here. Rather 
l^t us unite our powers to persuade him to 
give up his family, ere it be too late, to my 
tuition, that I may give them to drink living 
water.** 

'^ It is too late, my good friend/' said La Ver- 
si^re. *' You know^ I have never forbidden or 
debarred you what you now ask. My family 
are within your reach.'' 

'' But without your aid, your open approba- 
tion, I should not be listened to." 

*' That I cannot remedy. I have taught 
them their father's creed; if they would 
change, they are welcome." 

c2 
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The good curi cast up his eyes in hopeless- 
ness, he shook my hand cordially, as yre retired 
separately to rest; and the parting salutation 
of La Versiire was scarce less friendly. 



CHAPTER 11. 



Deepeb thoughts occupied me upon my couch, 
than those which generally haunt the idle wan- 
derer. Solitude has been praised, as favouring 
serious reflection, I never found it so : having 
seldom been thoughtful to less purpose, than 
when abandoned altogether to myself. No- 
things become then absorbing. The body, 
wearied, gives the mind excuse for repose; and 
the greatest intellectual feat of many a solitary 
journey, undertaken for the wisest and gravest 
of contemplation, turns out to be some high- 
piled castle in the air. 

The sun rose not long before me on the fol- 
lowing morning. The venerable cur6 was in 
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his garden^ wearing the same anxious, bene- 
volent look that I had observed the evening 
before. It seemed as if* sleep had neither 
lulled nor interrupted the train of his ideas. 
It had not done so. 

*' I am rejoiced at your coming," said he, 
after the first salutations, ** and at your meet- 
ing with my neighbour. Especially if, as I 
take you to be, yon are both generous and 
idle." 

" One of the two at least," was my reply. 

" Your society cannot but be of good effect 
to La Versiire and his interesting family — far 
more than mine, for I am old, and crabbed, 
and crazy — moreover they have a prejudice 
against my garb — the word pritrt sounds to 
them^ as it doth to every French ear, like exe- 
cration." 

^* But me — ^bow know yon that my ad- 
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Nay, if you have bat the charity, it is suf- 
fici^&t. They are shunned here by every re- 
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sident, nay, the very peasant dreads to ideet ear 
hold conyerse with La Versi^e or any of his 
family. And were it not that my ministry 
sanctions my acquaintance, even I should 
suffer from the contact in the opinions of naiy 
virtuous but simple flock. Now you are a 
stranger, and above prejudice — '* 

'' Qood God ! but why all this ? what has 
been their crime V* 

'' You have heard me allude to it/' said the 
pastor. '' La Yersi^re was of the Convention^ 
one of its fiercest Jacobins/' 

** Impossible ! — ^those gray hairs, that mild 
benevolent countenance, that voice of benig- 
nant sound — ^ 

" Alas ! in troublous times, chance more 
than man's nature makes him what he is«" 

'' True, and this man was a Jacolnn, say you, 
the friend of Robespierre mayhap — " 

'' No, not exactly — ^he even aided in that 
monster's fall." 

" I breathe, but what then^ honourable men 
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•ate in the Convention, nay» might have sate 
with upright motives amongst the very Jaco- 
bins. Is this all his crime ?" 

'' He was one of the regicides,'' said the 
euri, in an under voice, ** and as such is 
shunned by all, even by many, whom I have 
heard to uphold the crime itself as just." 

'' Free as you suppose me from prejudice, he 
is not the man I should select for a friend/' 

^* Nay, but he is a curiosity to a wandering 
moralizer. And how fate moreover assigned 
to him such a part, is beyond conjecture^ for 
he is, even as he looks, mild, benignant, harm- 
less, the weak instrument of the fierce popu- 
lar cry perhaps, or of some crafty associate, 
swept along with a torrent, in which his prin- 
ciples and creed proved but a sorry stay. I 
earnestly desire better for his children." 

" If you destine me to be their instructor," 
replied I, '* you will be disappointed. I hold 
teaching in horror — and independent of that, 
could not endure the thought of cultivating 
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any one's friendship with a design. No, on m]|t 
faith, I am no Qaixote, spiritual or chivahic— - 
and if the world wants mending, another in-^ 
dividual must be found to undertake the 
task." 

*' Nay, I made no such proposal/^ said the 
ctire/'at least no farther than your pleasure may 
accord with my design. Oscar La Versiire.isf 
spirited, Ossian well-informed, romantic, and 
inquisitive, the father himself a living volume 
of history and memoir — ^his daughter Cornilie 
lovely—'' 

*' Say not another word, my reverend 
friend." 

" Your free, natural, unmeditated conversa- 
tion is all I reckoned upon to further my de- 
sign." 

*' You over-value its influence." 

'* Not at least the pleasure you will find in 
exercising it, should the name of regicide not 
deter you." 

'^ I own, I like not the sound. But the 

c3 
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fMnily hare not shared in the crime, and are to 
be commiterated in suffering for it" 

Our conyeraation was here interritpted by 
the Appearance of the subject of it, who had 
just risen, and now joined us. 

During the repast, of which we immediately 
partook, the curi took an opportunity to ques- 
tion me respecting my route and intentions. 
ReceiTing for answer that they were even then 
uncertaini to see picturesque beauty and follow 
up adventure being my only plan. La Versiire 
observed, that perhaps I would have no ob- 
jection to accompany him home. The invita- 
tion was coolly given, and arranged ; of this, 
however, understanding the cause, I did not 
allow it to stand betwixt me and my curiosity, 
if I should call the interest I felt by so imper- 
tinent a name. His offer was therefore frankly 
and instantly accepted. And soon bidding 
adieu to the venerable cure, we two bent our 
steps together eastward, leaving behind us 
Locle and the Doubs. 



i 
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How beautiful was our path^ here winding 
through a cultivated valley, rich in herds and 
pastures, and tenanted by the immeisse wooden 
establishment of a vacherie: and farther on 
climbing and surmounting some bleak summit, 
of which however the barenness and aridity was 
recompensed by the view that it of a sudd^i 
opened into an hundred vales. This is not 
the region of the loftier Alps, where the view 
is always barred, either by some peak loftier 
still than that which one has climbed, or, if a 
day's labour enable the traveller to gain the 
higher eminences, by the indistinguishable 
distance to which the plaimi are then sunk 
below. Here, as we stood upon a height, 
mountain and vall^ undulated before us, like 
the waves of a tempestnous sea, sinking on- 
ward to an extended plain as it approached 
the horizon, the far suriSeice specked with 
shining lakes,*^whilst nearer and to our 
right, that of Neufchatel interrupted the suc- 
cession of ridges and ravines, and lay, its 
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farther shore almost the boundary' of oar 
jprospect. 

LaVersidre pointed out to me each place 
remarkable for either its beauty or recoUec- 
tibns, and this not with the vanity of a man 
vaunting his native haunts^ which is the beset- 
ting sin of all cicerones, whether peasants or 
proprietors, but with imagination pleasingly 
unoccupied with the all-itnpbrtance of the 
scene. It was not merely look herey and look 
there : but each name suggested to his tongue 
some character, or anecdote, or opinion, whim- 
sical or sound, in hearing and discussing which, 
the intervals betwixt my raptures and admira- 
tion of the scene were delightfully passed. 
He, it is true, did not join in these raptures, 
but culled his specimen of wild flower or of 
heath in the mean while. Not that he was 
dead to rural beauty, but that a little patch of 
meadow pleased him more than the most far* 
stretched view. 

'* This prospect now, if I allowed it," said 
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he, '' Would bring me back to past times, would 
place me again on the eminences of youth and 
hope, from whence I looked down upon the 
world; and began my career through it with 
ardour. I like not this^ it embitters my 
spirit, and makes me misanthropic, which I 
would not be. The retrospect over such a 
Tain, cruel, blind, and ungrateful world hardens 
me. I am like^ Lot's wife,*' continued the old 
man smiling, and quoting a volume that he 
was not unfamiliar with, "if I look back, I be- 
come indurated." 

In the nook of a far distant vale. La Ver* 
si^re pointed out to me the place of his re- 
treat, surrounded by dark pine groves, and 'se- 
parated by them from a village or hamlet of a 
few shepherds' huts. The ridge of the hill 
above was crowned with fir, of which its 
rugged, serrated, but highly picturesque out- 
line here and there displayed a gap, through 
which some impetuous gust had forced itself a 
passage. The same wood but partially covered 
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the side of the hill, and where die axe had made 
inroads, bright pastures and chalets appeared^ 
pleasingly contrasted with the dark grores 
abore and aronnd. It was a beantifbl situa- 
tion, but over-retired, and even in summer led 
one to think upon its dreariness, when snows 
and winter winds prerailed. 

Little more than an hour's farther walk 
brought us to the gieite of the little mansion — 
in England it would have been called a cot* 
tage, in France a chateau. And whatever 
seemed dreary in its distant appearance, va- 
nished altogether upon nearer approach. The 
hand of taste and care appeared in all its alen- 
tours : vineyard and orchard, fruits and flowers 
appeared, tended by more active hands than 
that of my old companion. Climbing shrubs 
seemed almost to weigh down the rustic porch; 
and the wide windows widely open (one charm 
of the south) displayed all the apartments of 
the house. 

There was more fragrance than furniture 
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within — hnt what of that ? — Corn^lie bounded 
forth to welcome her father, and me as a 
stranger afterward, with gome surprise bat with 
no embarrassment, not even using the art, as 
she approached me, of divesting her conn- 
tenance of the glad smile, which the sight of 
her father bad called ap • Her look and presence 
shed a feeling of happiness instantly around 
me. Alas ! that smile, atid the flush which 
accompanied it, soon vanished, and I saw, 
that such was not her habitual mien, that joy 
dwelt not with her, nor even visited her breast, 
except upon such brief occasions as that I first 
witnessed. 

The countenance of Com61ie La Versiire, 
one from a hurried glance would, describe as 
that of a Minerva. It was that however of 
a French Minerva, differing little in outline 
from the Grecian, except perhaps that the 
nose- was longer, and somewhat compressed. 
Her large dark eye was also far too expres- 
sive for that of a mere abstraction or fabulous 
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personage; and there was a melancholy in itj^ 
that would have ill befitted Olympus. It was 
the gravity of her gait and demeanour, proba- 
bly, that afterwards suggested to me the re- 
semblance, heightened by an antique mode of 
coiffure, that she had adopted more in obedi- 
ence to her father's taste than to her own. 
He had been guided by classical and repub- 
lican associations in the selection of her name; 
the same feelings, to which his exile and mis- 
fortunes still more attached him, for La Ver- 
siire considered himself as a martyr to the 
cause of liberty, made him delight to look upon 
his daughter as a Roman or a Grecian maiden. 
He regretted indeed, that he had not named her 
Portia — ^but that would have been arrogance. 
Thus much of Corn61ie's character had been 
acquired and put upon her. Much however 
had been natural. And now all was nature 
and unaffected in her. If aught of the grave 
or the antique had been superinduced upon 
her simple character, it had been grafted so 
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young, that the grown plant betrayed no sign 
of bearing other than its own fruit. 

Her brother Ossian — ^it strikes the reader 
no doubt, as it did me^ how absurd and in 
how little keeping it was to have two members 
of a family, the one named from Livy, the 
other from Macpherson. But in the early 
days of the French revolution, the mania for 
Celtic antiquity rivalled, in poetic taste at 
least, even that for classic. Buonaparte him- 
self was a declared admirer and patron of the 
son of Fingal, and previous to that general's ce- 
lebrity, Ossian was no less a favourite with the 
Directory and the leaders of the Convention. 
Obedient to the whim of the day, and com- 
pelled indeed to some such choice, since Chris- 
tian saints and names were out of fashion. La 
Versi^re called his two sons Ossian and Oscar, 
as their elder sister had been doomed by the 
antecedent taste, to bear the name of the mo- 
ther of the Gracchi. 

Her brother Ossian soon made his appear- 
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ance, armed with a Tolnme of Bemardin St^ 
Pierre, and Oscar, soon after, chd in a chae- 
moia honter^s gnrb, haying just retomed from 
an expedition of the kind amongst the Alps. 
The elder brother wils slight of form, mild of 
conntenanoe, and dark, in features somewhat 
resembling Comilie; Oscar was faii4iaired, 
ruddj, hnge of limb, and of a monstrous 
hand, in appearance well befitting his name, 
notwithstanding his sonthem birth. 

It Is a dehghtlbl scene to see p o r on ts and 
children meet, when they are all in all to each 
other. Let me add, this is mnch more and 
oftener the case in France than it is with us. 
There may be the same affection perhaps, but 
it is more sombre and tacit ; such ties with 
us want the tenderness and devotedness, 
which they possess on the continent. We are 
more animal in this department of our dome»- 
tic affections ; we rear with love, with atten- 
tion, but no sooner find our offspring indepen- 
dent of us in reason and strength, than we 
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tarn them forth to form other affections, and 
a domeetic circle for themaeivesv The cbdd 
of a French parent may be sanl to be never 
weaned« 

They lose no doubt by this mach of our 
boldness, originality, and independence of 
character ; but to a moral contemplatist, Hke 
myself, they gain far more in the interest 
which they excite. 

His children gathered around old LaVar- 
si^re, questioned him of his stay, its cause, of 
M. Thouitt^ the venerable pastor, of me, of a 
thousand trifles moreover, and all> indading 
the rough Oscar himself, with a tenderness, 
that was touching. It affected me. It was 
new. 

La Versiire perceived what I felt^ and said, 
" You see, the affections of the lonely, undis- 
sipated abroad, are concentrated at home. 
They overflow with us ; indeed, we have some 
httk that we could spare," continued he, shak- 
ing off both Ossian and his sister. 
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** And I am sure,'' said Oanan, ''we do be- 
stow affection and attention elsewhere. I 
have your old firiend St. Pierre here, Oscar 
has his gnn. And Com^lie'* — here the yonth 
checked himself, as if he was approaching a 
forbidden or delicate subject. 

And his father, interrupting him, said, 
** Come, I beg yon to employ some of your 
surplus firiendship in welcoming this English 
gentleman. His coming deserves it as an era, 
for except Monsieur Thouin, he is truly the 
first* friend or stranger, that has ever crossed 
oar threshold, since we came." 

** What friends or visitors could we possi- 
bly have in this lone region, and in a land 
which does not produce gentry ?" said Oscar 
proudly, seeking to indicate his rank in so- 
ciety before a stranger. 

''An Englishman!'' ejaculated Ossian at 
the same time that his brother spoke. Cor- 
n61ie, without the ejaculation, directed her eyes 
towards me with the same expression of cu- 
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rioBity. Oscar too caught the information of 
what country I was of from the mouth of 
Ossian, and looked too, but without any of 
that friendly feeling in his countenance, which 
his father had invoked in my favour. 

'' Your look, Oscar, seems to say, that an 
Englishman was the last person you expected 
to behold here/' 

"Itwa&my thought," replied the youugman. 

" Have Frenchmen, then, been so good, so 
grateful to us," asked the father. 

'' I have no wish," said Oscar bitterly, " but 
to see both countries expire in the gripe of 
each other." ' 

** Fie, brother," said Ossian. 

" That, I think, is a specimen of our super- 
fluous affections," added the old man, nowise 
moved by his son's bitterness. 

" Monsieur has been most kind to accom- 
pany you, father," said Com61ie, '' especially 
to this dull and retired comer, the amusements 
of which you surely did not exaggerate." 
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''KotIminith,''iaidLaVeni^;''Idid 
not make mention of even any one of yon, 
holding out at an indocement merely an old 
hennit'a conTene/' 

I said somediing complimentary, as may 
be supposed. 

'^ Monsieur shall not lack amnsemcaiSy'' 
said Ossian, who evidently warmed to the 
stranger more than either his brother or sister, 
^ I hare walks, and books, and cniioaity to 
employ him, fSedher has recollections, and 
Oscar's gun or Com41ie*s harp will smrely 
oome in at intervals to ward off ennui." 

" If Monsieur is fond of sport/' cried Oscar, 
kindling up^ and becoming friendly at the 
thought. 

** I shall be delighted to accompany you to 
the mountains/' said I. 

" Will you," cried Oscar, coming forward, 
and grasping my hand. 

Cordiality was infectious, and as its smile 
was lit up in every countenance, Com61ie 
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swept the chords of her harp» and sung to a 
little air of Gretry's a song, of which the fol- 
lowing is a translation : 

When cold from me the world hath tumed. 

And fortune fled away. 
When dim the lamp of firiendahip bnxned. 

And loye withheld its ray: 
Oh then, the wild rose on the thorn. 

The bird upon the tree. 
The Bweet and lonely breath of mom. 

Were friends enough for me. 

When solitude my soul oppressed. 

When recollection broke 
At times on mine obliyious rest. 

And all the past awoke : 
Oh then, the brawling of the stream. 

The mule of the bee. 
The motes that people the sunbeam. 

Were soothing friends to me. 

When even the face of nature shed 

A gloom upon my heart. 
And when that fiend, despair, I bade 

In vain, and oft, depart : 
Oh then, the noisy enrnd beneath. 

The dance, or, it may be. 
The wayfarer upon the heath. 

Were welcome fxifinds to me* 



CHAPTER III. 



Hours and days glided on so happily for me, 
that whether their sum would have formed 
weeks or months^ my memory neither could 
then nor can now determine. Ouf; of doors, 
OsMinn was my constant companion: wood and 
fell, lake, ravine^ and torrent, we explored to- 
gether, never weary of the scene, never weary 
of each other. A mixture of curiosity and re- 
verence first attached him to me as an Eng- 
lishman ; and as the former became gratified 
and allayed upon acquaintance, the latter set- 
tled into that firm and tender friendship, 
which a youth may inspire, and entertain for 
a man some ten or twelve years his senior. 
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Like all young Frenchmen, Ossian La Ver- 
si^re had had no education whatsoever, none, at 
least, of what we should call education. He 
had acquired a smattering of Latin^ and what 
he knew of the classic writers of that language 
was gathered more from hearsay than perusal. 
At the university, he had listened to a course 
or two of philosophical lectures, in which in- 
efficient mode of teaching no sort of philoso- 
phy had been taught. There had been no text- 
book or standard work set down for either 
teaching or learning, each professor being left 
to his whim, his pedantry^ or his ignorance to 
preach what, and from what master he pleased. 
As his school was not confined to the students 
of the university alone, but was also fashiona- 
bly attended, he consulted his own vanity in 
his declamations, rather than the advantage of 
his pupils; and the eloquent mysticism and 
paradoxes which he ambitiously uttered ex ca- 
thedrd, were merely calculated to raise the lec- 
turer's own character with the world as a man 
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of talent, instead of producing either advan- 
tage or initruction to the young. In the col- 
legei where Oisian had followed his studies, 
one profeeeor regularly lectured upon revoln- 
tiona and government and the history of his 
country, thue plunging the young mind into 
the labyrinth of politics, ere it had been pro- 
vided with the clue of moral principle. Aor 
other taught philosophy forsooth, that is, ut- 
tered critical commentaries on Condillac and 
Kant, replete with that epigrammatic truth, 
tlmt is at once so very piquant and so little 
instructive, that would convey pleasure per- 
haps to the idle readers of a periodical work, 
but which to young students was worse than 
mummery. Think merely of making a class of 
youths, of boys, go through a course of Ger- 
man philosophy, the German philosophy of 
yesterday, philosophy that even Dugald 
Stewart declares is either nonsense or caviare 
to him. This one absurdity is sufficient to 
give an idea of the state of public education in 



family/ 51 

France^ where, appended to this enlightened, 
novel, and unprejudiced mode of teaching phi* 
losophy, in contradistinction to our Gothic 
modes at Cambridge and Oxford, is such a 
scholastic winding up of study, as that of 
doing one^s Rhetoric, 

Ossian listened attentively to the political 
lecturer of his college, to the philosophical 
lecturer of the same, both of which instructors 
supplied him with zeal at least, if not with 
ideas ; and finally he did his Rhetoric, as the 
cant of the Pays Latin has it ; in other words, 
wrote a theme or two, with credit to his in- 
dustry and talents. 

When, however, young Ossian hoped to fol- 
low up his career by studying for the French 
bar, or, as they say, attempted to f aire son 
droit, he found, poor youth, that he had ''fallen 
on evil days^ and evil times/' There was a 
secret, but not the less virulent reaction on the 
part of the restored government, not against its 
old enemies, for they were extinct or in obli- 

d2 
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vion tantamount, but against the innocent off- 
spring of those revolutionary characters. Os- 

» 

sian La Venu^re was denied the permissioQ of 
inscribing his name to become an advocate. 
He demanded a reason for his exclusion: 
meanness was added to malice in the dictation 
of the answer^ which was, that they could ad- 
mit or recognize no student with the Heathen 
Christian name of Ossian. 

Oscar, who had been at the Ecole Poly- 
technique previous to the restoration^ and who, 
then but a youth, had been wounded in eigh- 
teen hundred and fourteen, on the heights of 
Mont Martre, defending with his school-fel- 
lows the capital of their country against the 
Russians — Oscar too found himself debarred 
of a profession upon the restoration of the 
Bourbons. He quitted the school, but could 
never make his way into the ranks of the 
army. 

Long had old La Versi^re consoled himself 
upon the failure of his own schemes of ambi- 
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tion, upon his ill success in life> and conser 
quent narrowness of fortune, by the thought 
that his children would commence the world 
with better prospects, and in better time?; 
when a government at once settled and free 
would preclude for his offspring the possibili- 
ties of the crimes and misfortunes into, which 
he had himself fallen ; and would at the same 
time open to them legitimate paths of ambi- 
tion, in which their own talent, joined to their 
father's experience, might enable them to adr 
yance. Whatever acts he had joined in, what- 
ever virulence he had seemingly partaken of, 
he hoped that his age and a quarter of a cen- 
tury's lapse would sink such recollections in 
oblivion, especially under the reign of the de- 
scendants of the generous Henry the il^ourth. 
At worst, thought he, what are exile or tor- 
ture to these old limbs, surely they cannot 
visit the father's principles upon his chil- 
dren? 

They did so, nevertheless. Not that the 
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restored Louis was either Tengefiil or despotic ; 
but that in France so closely woren was and 
still remains its population in the spider web 
of tyranny and serrility, that were the Prince 
himself a Trajan, we should find his goremr 
ment carried on, in his despite, by m body of 
Sejani. 

Exiled hinttelf by name, LaVeraiire retired to 
Switaerland. Shut out from every inrofessicB, 
from every means of earning their bread, his 
sons had no inducement to remain behind. 
And Comelie, but more of her hereafter. 

Seeking to banish disaffection from the 
minds of its subjects, the French government 
largely created it. Oscar, bred to war, yet de- 
nied enrolment in the armies of his country, 
became one of those discontented, martial 
spirits, ready to join the standard of revolt 
wherever it was raised. Ossian, instead of be*» 
ing allowed to merge his enthusiasm in the 
Pandects and the Code, was turned adrift to 
read Rousseau, Condillac, Condorcet ; and as 



letters seemed the only career open to himrr^ 
tbat one of which misfortune so often pointst 
oat the path to genius, — be was turned forth 
to become, as far as his talent would enable 
him, ?Lpubliciste and an apostle of liberty^ in« 
stead of directing his peaceable course towards 
the bar^ and treading in the illustrious steps 
of Isambert or Dupin. 

To what moral guide the brothers were 
abandoned, I have before hinted at. The last 
stroke of fortune had deprived their parent's 
mind of energy, as well as of hope* Thought* 

less of, even if not denying, the very existence 

ft " 

of a Providence, he ceased to deliver the pre-- 
cepts of morality, which he had been wont to 
impress upon his children, and, save now and 
then an advice or a word respecting- their per- 
sonal safety or worldly prudence. La Versilre 
abandoned them altogether to their disposi* 
tions and their fate* He still loved them, but 
it was with a mute, sad love, conscious of its 
want of power to impart or bequeath aught to 
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the objects of it, not even a hope in immor- 
tality or a belief in virtue. He was a most 
unhappy father, whenever he thought, when- 
ever his spirits were low, or his mood contem- 
plative. 

'' Good Qod !" thought I to myself, •* place 
a Christian in this state of exile, surrounded 
by such a family, and what a picture of hap- 
piness would it present? Every depriyation 
would be converted into a source of happiness, 
and every misfortune, like the bee with its 
sting drawn, would yield nothing but sweet." 

I rrpcated this to La Versi^re, he smiled — 
to OHHiun, and the youth stared without com- 
prehending mc. 

Ossiun was my chief and constant com- 
panion. Indeed it was through friendship to 
him, and the continued acceding to his en- 
treaties, that I remained so long with the 
family. The old Conventionalist himself was 
friendly and entertaining; but it was at few 
periods of the day, and then but for a short 
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time, that he could support society or con- 
versation — the lethargy of age was creeping 
fast upon him. Oscar was abroad amongst 
the • hills ; and even more domestic hours, 
which he could not have employed in the 
« pursuit of game, I perceived that he spent 
elsewhere than at.home. The lovely Corn61ie 
WHS sad and cold: to me, absorbed^ it seeme^, 
in grief, of which I waa restrained by delicacy 
from inquiring the cause. Her eyes, indeed, 
never betrayed tears, even though past^ but 
her pale cheek, abstracted thoughts, or atten- 
tion, when she deigned such, constrained, 
alienated, as well as. interested me. She wfis 
often about to be amiable, when recollection 
checked the propensity of her nature — the 
smile subsided, the look of confidence died 
away: — and I was compelled to shun a so- 
ciety, which put me to pain and made. me ill 
at ease. Yet I overheard her solitude at 
times, when her harp spoke, and her voipe 
with it, in tones so pathetic and feeling, that 

d3 
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I wds sure d6Ae latent (iauiite must ekist^ that 
marted the hsirmdhy of her temper, and ttiade 
it jangle, 'Mik6 sweet bells out of tune/' so ad 
to fret and sadden all around, whom she ^a» 
bom to charm. 

Ossi&n, however, was nevet-failing as a 
Gompanioiii in the ready mood, either t6 listen 
or talk, to trifle or be serious, with amiable 
deference and sufficient pride. He was, in- 
deed, somewhat too indefatigable in his pur- 
suit of argument or opinion i and I have 
started to find him at my bed-side er^ stin«-jrise> 
ready to commence th^ moment I Opened my 
eyes, with, " What you said is very true, but 
then I cannot but think-^** 
'' Pray, when did I s*iy any such thing ?'* 
" Last night before We separated.** 
The hours of sleep had brought to his young 
mind no anxious thought to inlerrtipt or chase 
away the thread of his speculations. This 
Was at times troublesome, but in sum de- 
lightful to me. It made me feel an interet^t 
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in many subjects, well worthy interest the 
most profound, which in the world or alone 
I had lightly considered or cursorily glanced 
at. Our elders, or our contemporaries and 
equals in talents and acquirements, may in 
general prove the best society for improve* 
ment. And yet to listen to superiors, or come 
into collision with rivals, will often have less 
effect in strengthening the intellect, in making 
it fathom and comprehend itself, than simply 
bringing it in contact with that of a junior or 
a child. 

For whole days would he question me re^ 
9peCting England, whose institutions and cha^^ 
racter he had learned to venerate ; though it 
was late ere he could do 80-*-ere he could 
shake off the atrocious idea which he had 
been first taught to entertain of our island 
— ere he could see the falsehood as well 
as the malignity of the cuckoo-song of Jjt 
BruD, 

" Avare et pexfide Angleterre/' &c# 
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Like most of his generous and enthusiastic 
young countrymen, Ossian now flew from one 
extreme to the other; and from believing Eng- 
land to be the mother of treachery and avarice 
in the political world, as well as that of bar- 
barism in taste and civilization, he was ready 
to fall down and worship her supremacy in all 
things. This, no doubt, was the great link 
betwixt us. 

Literary arguments we had in abundance; 
and my opinions on this score shocked him as 
much, and appeared as great heresies to him, 
as did the opinions in more serious matters, 
which he had been taught and of course pro- 
fessed, appear to me. When I considered Vol- 
taire's Tales to be inferior imitations of the 
style of Swift,* he was aghast ; and when I 
called his beloved Bernardin St. Pierre's 
description of the physical eflFects of puberty 
upon ' Virginie,' to be worse than indecorous, 
to be beastly, Ossian did not speak to me for 

* ' Micromegas' and the ' Quinze-Vingts' perhaps excepted. 
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four-and-twenty hours, so indignant and hurt 
was he at the remark. 

A conversation of this kind took place one 
afternoon The argument turned upon pas- 
sionate novels/and was, if T remember right, 
suggested by a volume of " Delphine*' happen- 
ing to He upon the table/a work that Ossian 
had lately borrowed and perused. After some 
critical discussions, that would be here out of 
place/ Ossian said, that ''it had cost him a 
world of tears." 

" What work has not, my dear Ossian V* 
said Comflie: *' Your tears are so near to your 
eyes, that the sorriest ballad causes' them to 
overflow/' 

** They are the dew of the spirit," observed 
the poetic Ossian, ''sweet and refreshing 
after the long, garish, overpowering day-light 
ofworldliness." 

" It is unmanly," said Corn^Iie. 

" I know not what their appearance may be. 
But I should esteem them miore likely to nerve 
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the arm> than to make . it falter, in the hour 
when courage is required." 

''But the characteristics, the outward ap- 
pearance of courage is useful, as often super- 
seding the necessity of putting it to the prooi^" 
said the old man* 

*' That may be true," replied Ossian, " but of 
what value is the mere mask of manhood, com- 
pared with the precious gift of sensibility, 
which, as my friend here describes religion to 
do, in causing us to sympathize with the sor- 
rows of our brethren, extracts the bitterness 
from our own." 

*' I do believe, Ossian, thou wert bom to be 
a devotee." 

Ossian blushed at a taunt, which accused 
him of deserting the philosophic creed of his 
father, and of being unable to support the dig- 
nity of free thought. 

** And have I never seen you to weep, Cor- 
n61ie," said her brother. 

** Not over ideal woes." 
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'' Not even when they happened to resemble 
your own — when they were the counterpart of 
what troubled your own heart?" 

" My hearty me V said Corn61ie, blushing 
in her turn. 

" Nay, sister, we all have feelings, as well 
as sorrows. Your taunt called the blood to 
my cheeks ; and I have had my revenge, — ^more 
than my revenge/' added he, as he perceived 
the abjured tears roll down Corn^lie's cheek. 

He stepped forward to take her by the hand, 
when she abruptly quitted the room. 

^* How absurd and contradictory," said Os- 
sian, turning to me, for his father was by thiift 
time dosing asleep, '' are all our little vani- 
ties. Here I^ whom the enmity of fortune has 
merely chased from a crowded city and trou- 
blesome hopes to sweet retirement and study, 
and who am truly happy in all moods, pride 
myself upon my capabilities of gratuitous suf- 
fering and sorrow; whilst Corn61ie, whose 
heart has been wrung by ingratitude, prides 
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herself on being hardened, and proof against 
grief." 

''Not absurd^ but natural/' observed I, 
'* that we should welcome that degree of sen- 
sibility which affords us pleasure, and torn 
against and defy the feeling when it swells 
to bitterness and anguish. But Coni61ie — 
her melancholy has long inspired me with in- 
tereist and curiosity, dare I inquire of you the 



cause?*' 



'' I had purposed to tell you/' said Ossian, 
'' and will at once relate it. But the pine- 
grove will be the fittest scene for the stpry. 
We will step forth.'' 



CHAPTER IV. 



Corn^lie's story may be briefly told. An 
oflBcer of gallantry and merit under Napoleon 
had become attached to her ; and she, an ad- 
mirer of heroism, soon returned his affection 
two-fold. Unfortunately for both, his career had 
begun late, and fell upon those disastrous times 
when the military glory of France was in the 
wane. The expedition to Russia had called 
him off from their meditated nuptials; and, 
although he returned from the North with ho- 
nour and rank increased, still the invasion now 
imminent on France, and the perils that me- 
naced his Sovereign, allowed Colonel Girouette 
no leisure for private happiness. Com^lie 
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herself was as much interested in public events 
as her lover^ and would have scorned, even 
more than he, to proceed with her own private 
plans of felicity, during the great struggle 
between contending principles and nations. 
Little attached previously to Napoleon, whom 
she looked upon as the Gallic Ceesar, the con- 
queror of his country's foes, but still the de- 
stroyer of its liberty, hers, with many another 
heart, that beat with patriotism and a love of 
freedom, rallied in the despot^s favour, when 
they beheld, what they deemed, a more perni- 
cious cause about to triumph over him. She 
forgot his tyranny, his crimes, his ambition ; 
and considering him but as the glorious repre- 
sentative of that revolution, in which her parent 
had acted so proud a part, and of which she 
might call herself a child, she felt every wish 
and vow of her breast rise in his behalf. In this 
indeed, however unjust as a lover of liberty — 
for Louis must evidently reign constitutionally, 
and Napoleon as evidently could not — she was 
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not unreasonable, as the triumph of royaltji 
over revolution in the persons of their' os- 
tensible chiefs^ would infallibly degrade h^t 
parent and his family from the consideration 
in whieh hitherto they had been held, nay, 
might drive the old Conventionalist into 6xile> 
or place his very head in peril. . 

Great as was the iibyss of misfortune into 
which the family seemed about to plunge, 
Corn^lie did not fathom it altogether: the 
worst came unexpectedly upon her. The 
allies entered Paris : there ensued for her half 
a year of humiliation and despair, for Giro^- 
ette did not blush to retain his epaulettes 
under the new regime. Napoleon came from 
Elba; Com^lie breathed i^ain, and to her 
joy, her lover re-drew his sword for his old 
master, and marched to the field of Waterloo. 
The sword of the Colonel was drawn in vain, 
and was left upon the field of battle. Being, 
however, not one of the most conspicuous 
traitors, and having the requisite audacity 
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and suppleness to shew himself once more at 
the Thuilleries on the king's return, the 
Colonel obtained another sword, made the be^ 
on his accoutrements give place once more to 
the lily, the imperial crown to the regal, and 
the N to the two interlaced LL's of his new 
master Louis. 

The high-minded Compile was greatly 
shocked at this fickleness, this apparent 
want of all firmness and principle on the 
part of her lover. It answered ill to her lofty 
ideal of heroism and patriotism ; and for se- 
veral weeks her consequent contempt of Gi- 
rouette was supreme. But the Colonel, in 
despite of all this fickleness, was gallant and 
good-hearted ; and, moreover, pleaded his 
cause with a frankness, a good-humour, and 
with such vivacity, that his frequent change 
of parties would have seemed, at least to the 
eyes of any other lady than Com61ie La 
Versi^re, to become this esprit volage, as much 
as fickleness in affairs of the heart was con- 
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udered to become the gay gallant of the last 
age. Then Girouette's was not a singular 
case : if he had sinned, some hundred thousand 
of his comrades had sinned with him; and 
such numbers, we know, can be brought be- 
fore no tribunal — 'tis madness to accuse them 
— "c^est quereller avec le genre humain" as 
De Stael says, and seems to think an ab- 
surdity. 

La Versiire too, — ^and if one feeling pre- 
dominated over. another in the breast of Cor- 
n^lie, it was that of love and devotion towards 
her parent — came with his worldly views. and 
reasonings to the aid of Oirouette. Much he* 
argued upon human nature, and the way of 
the world, much on the trying circumstances 
of the times, which those, he said, who were 
above in fortune, might be above in conduct. 

The Duke of T , retired upon his property, 

acquired during a long and glorious career, 
and as secure to him as his fame in history, 
may keep aloof from either party, . and care 
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not much ivhich wins, but Girouette, who hm 
nought but his commission — 

" Nay bat, dear father/' would ComiUe in- 
terrupt, *' consider ourselves in ancient Rome, 
or put such excuses for a hero into the mouth 
of Plutarch, and how should we exclaim V* 

" Were we in Rome^ dear Comdlie, we 
should do as Romans. But here we are in 
Paris." 
'* Why then was I given a Roman name?" 
''We were fools enough in those days to 
believe that a name bestowed heroism, as well 
as virtue and freedom. We have found since, 
that names are but names." 

" I would at least act up to mine." 
" Cornelia," said La Versi^re, *' was known 
but as the mother of the Gracchi. She herself 
lived in the times this aristocracy triumphed, 
and was contented to live in, nay wed in such 
adverse times, that she might rear up children 
to be the assertors of her country's liberty. 
If you wed not this honourable suitor, who in 
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this new reign will not fear to woo^ or even 
approach, the daughter of a regicide ?" 

Corn61ie felt the force of her father's argu- 
ments, nay, she felt even more than he urged 
in behalf of Colonel Girouette : and this waia, 
that, tainted as she must allow his patriotism 
and public honour to be in some degree, hi$ 
private honour remained whole and untouched^ 
Were he not actuated by such, and by a lively 
attachment moreover, would he continue his 
addresses to the daughter of a regicide, and 
still be eager to conclude a connexion, which 
must so hurt his prospects, and stand as a 
mighty obstacle betwixt him and the patron* 
age of the now reigning family. This argued 
disinterestedness. This demanded gratitude. 
And in consequence of such reflections, stiU 
sighing and regretting, nevertheless, that her 
love had fallen from her ideal of heroic perr 
fection, Com61ie rendered to Girouette the 
heart that she had half withdrawn. 

The soldier was again happy. Corn^lie had 
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not been deceived^ when she reckoned in him 
a heart devoted to her. But both she and her 
father had considerably over-rated his dis- 
cernment. A son of the revolution himself, 
altogether unacquainted with the principles 
and prejudices of the once ancient and now 
restored government^ he formed no idea of 
the depth in which it still held its old hatreds 
rooted^ of the vengeance and re-action which 
it meditated. He entertained no fear, that an 
aged ex-conventionalist, so insignificant and 
forgotten as La Versi^re was now, could ex- 
cite the attention or resentment of the go- 
vernment. And in the connexion he was 
about to form, the soldier at first saw no 
obstacle, no bar whatever in the way of his 
advancement. 

Others, however, had the discernment which 
he wanted. And the whisper that buzzed 
around the court, some conversations with his 
comrades in the Salle des Marechaux, soon in- 
formed him, that it would be prudent to delay 
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a little at least the completion of his marriage 
with the daughter of La Versiire. 

Com61ie saw this delay, and arrived at the 
comprehension of its cause with indignation 
ill-stifled. Her parent, however, wary and pru- 
dential, rather prized his future son-in-law the 
more for his caution. The ambition, too, of 
the old man had of late become awakened by 
the free government, which Louis thought 
either proper or prudent to octroy to his people. 
There was about to be an election of represen- 
tatives for the lower legislative chamber, and 
La Versiire, after more than twenty years' re- 
tirement from public cares or business, ea- 
gerly plunged once more into the vortex of 
intrigue. His object was one of nicety and 
difficulty ; and at length he promised himself 
success, through the medium of a princely and 
sacerdotal personage to whose party, in case 
of his election, he promised to attach himself. 
One would think, that the preliminary sacri- 

E 
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fice of independence might have disgusted the 
veteran statesman: — ^bat no, he was resolved 
to fish in troubled waters at any price. 

EUs ambition hastened his rain and dis- 
grace. He was elected, and no sooner re- 
turned to the chamber, than he was expelled, 
and voted ineligible. But for the notoriety 
which this (for his expulsion had not passed 
without a fierce debate) drew around him, the 
old Conventionalist might perhaps have been 
permitted to linger out his days in his beloved 
Paris. But now he was obliged to fly; and 
thus by a last, weak, listening to ambition, 
the old man not only expatriated himself, but 
ruined the hopes of his family. 

Cornelie alone seemed to rise superior to 
misfortune, and rejoice in the political mar- 
tyrdom, which she considered her parent to 
suffer. It shed also around his decline a 
blaze of notoriety, which her filial love mis- 
took for fame. And she was not sorry, that 
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there was now an opportunity of patting to 
the proof the depth of her lover*s attachment, 
and the true temper of his mind. 

If she wished for this, fortune had been 
ungraciously kind in granting he^ desire. For 
it did indeed put Col. Girouette's attachment 
to the proof. Not that it abated his love ; 
for his, though a soul of alloy, was not alto- 
gether of baser metal. But it certainly put 
other and weighty considerations into the op- 
posite scale, which balanced and kept most in- 
decisive his resolutions respecting his mistress. 

When the LaVersiAres, however, departed 
for Switzerland, he took leave of her with 
every symptom of true and desperate attach- 
ment. Com61ie's grief still partook of con- 
tempt. Ossian looked on and believed the 
Colonel's sincerity; whilst Oscar, boy as 
he was, was with difficulty restrained from 
defying him to mortal combat, or run- 
ning him through without waiting for such 
preliminary. 

e2 
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Two or three years had since elapsed. Sen- 
timents on all sides seemed to have remained 
much the same^ save that the secretly-con- 
veyed threats of Oscar, had tended more than 
even Girouette's worldliness totally to break 
off the affair. ^ 

Com61ie too, though she had loved, might 
be said to have ceased to love. Visions of 
hope no longer made part of her dreams, or 
came to cheer the sorrows of her waking soli- 
tude. Thoughts of ingratitude and disap- 
pointment seemed alone to possess her. A 
hatred and distrust of the world was the senti- 
ment evident throughout her conversation, 
unless at times, when her woman's heart re- 
luctantly betrayed itself. Her affections were 
thrown back upon her, and were only pre- 
vented from rankling into utter misanthropy 
by the love which she bore her parent. To 
that they turned. For all impulses of affec- 
tion spring from the same source, and from 
the same want : if disappointed in one ob- 
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ject, or shut from one exit, they make their 
escape and rush towards another. 

Yet it is in vain that one seeks to concen- 
trate or contain the many and mighty im- 
pulses of a great passion within the scope of a 
smaller one. Com61ie loved, and when she 
found that she had bestowed her affections 
upon an unworthy object, it was not with com- 
plete success that her stoicism endeavoured 
to transfer her feelings and emotions from love 
to filial affection. A surplus remained within 
her breast, and turned to gall. In vain she 
attempted and affected to contemn the world 
and her lover : her misanthropy was too bit- 
ter for her apathy to be complete ; and the 
outward semblance of tranquillity and cold- 
ness, which she wore, covered restlessness 
and anguish. The struggle undermined her 
health, even more than an abandonment to 
despair could have done; for here her spirits 
would have fathomed the depths of sorrow, 
and rebounded. Whereas she struggled for 
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life near the surface^ sunk slowly, and to rise 
no more. 

Ossian wept> as he recounted to me the 
causes of his sister's sorrow. " It draws^ bow- 
ever^ now to a crisis/' said he ; ** Colonel Gri- 
rouette has been ordered to Strasbourg, from 
whence the distance hither is not great. And 
we shall soon know what his real intentions 

are and have been. If he fail " The young 

man's look bespoke his intentions, and both 
seemed not less resolute for the natural mild- 
ness of his character. 



CHAPTER V. 



A LITTLE matter occurred some time after, 
which it is of no consequence to set down here, 
and of as little to allude to, save that as I was 
of some use, and proved myself friendly to the 
La Versidres, more indeed from the betrayal 
of my sentiments, than from any actual benefit 
that was in my power, our intimacy came to 
be more closely established. The old man 
spoke to me as a senior, Oscar no longer shrunk 
from including me in the reproaches which he 
frequently cast on Ossian for being a senti- 
mentalist and a moper over volumes, whilst 
Com^lie began to feel herself as free and alone 



4 
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in my company, as if I was either nobody or 
one of the family. 

This many may consider as no kind of com- 
pliment. To me, however, it was the greatest ; 
being inexorably love-proof, and that for the 
best of reasons, having fallen in and out of that 
said predicament one dozen times at least ere I 
was twenty, and almost as often since, amongst 
which the first at thirteen years, and the last 
at three-and-twenty, I may note down as the 
most remarkable and serious. Thus the world 
is to me, nay, the very world of romance is, 
what the stage was to a thorough-bred critic of 
the last century, when critics actually went to 
play-houses, viz. a subject for dissection, not 
emotion. Hence Cornelie's indifference to my 
presence was the most welcome, as well as the 
most flattering of compliments. 

She soon understood, moreover, that Ossian 
had disclosed to me the story of at once her 
misanthropy and sorrow. She was neither 
pleased nor wroth on perceiving this; — ^her 
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feelings were alike above vain disdosure^ or 
the dread of it : 

" For there are grie&, my fiiend, that suffereis hide. 
And there are griefs, that men display with pride ; 
Bat there are other griefs, that, so we feel. 
We care not to display them nor conceaL" 

One morning Monsieur Thouin, the cure al- 
ready introduced to the reader, made his ap- 
pearance at oar dejeun^. He was welcomed 
cordially by old La Versii^re and his daughter^ 
with delight by Ossian^ but with scowls and 
sullenness by Oscar. I thought at first that 
this conduct on the part of the youth was mere 
ill-humour and ill4)reeding; but I soon per- 
ceived from the sternness of the cure^s looks, 
that there did exist some cause, some recent 
cause yet undiscussed, of displeasiire on the 
awe's part against Oscar, and a consequent 
fear and sullenness in the latter. The clergy- 
man's visit was probably occasioned by this 
very circumstance, whatever it might be ; as 
he was evidently unexpected, and bespoke in 

Ed 
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liis Goantenance more serious thoughts than 
became a Tisit of friendship. 

The cure, however, kept those thoughts in 
reserre* he brightened up in a little time, 
joined in the conversation, assented to the pro- 
posal of his spending the day, and to all eyes, 
save those of Oscar and myself, society and 
friendship appeared the sole motive of his 
coming. 

** You here yet. Sir," said he, addressing me, 
" did I not prophesy your amusement?" 

'* It is but a small compliment to such a fa- 
mily, to say they have interested and detained 
with them the idlest of all wanderers." 

"Not altogether idle and fruitlessly em- 
ployed since he has been here," rejoined Thouin, 
significantly. 

" Altogether," said I. " You remember my 
declaration." 

" Nay, that cannot be. For the very exist- 
ence of a rationally religious man amongst in- 
fidels goes far, without a single argument, to 
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shake their blindness and obstinacy, which 
consists more in contempt for what they icall 
superstition, than in any solid-laid disbelief. 
A zealot, like myself, who cannot keep himiself 
from preaching, offers infallibly the ridiculous 
side, and thus hardens them. But a sober, 
cool believer, who neither meditates their con- 
version, nor deigns to argue, but simply pro- 
fesses belief, and shews the rational man of 
sense on all other points^ verily, he is the sort 
of apostle that shakes these philosophers in 
their negative principles, and ignorant self- 
satisfaction.^' 

I shook my head, but the curi gave a coun- 
ter-shake, which meaned to say, "I know 
better." 

Numerous good-humoured and light topics 
occupied the morning. It was not, until he 
found the family collected after their early 
dinner, that Thouin asked La Versiire, ** whe- 
ther he had since thought on the request he 
had made of him, when last at Locle V 
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** Truly I have not/' said the father of the fa- 
mily. ** I spoke then a ready and a concldsiye 
answer^ unless you ha?e since lit upon some ar- 
gument yet unurged and of sovereign weight/' 

*• That perhaps I haye." 

" I thought so, my dear, friend, by the all- 
importance of your countenance. Well — here 
are the persons concerned — My children, M. 
Thouin would make Christians of you all/' 

Oscar smiled contemptuously. 

•• Nay, sir,*' said Thouin to the youth, " until 
you prove yourself an upright, moral man, ac- 
cording to the principles you profess, I will 
allow of no sneers against what you do not 
understand/' 

Oscar's blood rose. 

" I hope, he will never be found other," said 

the father. 

" You are a minister of peace, not dissen- 
sion/' said Corn61ie imploringly. The cure un- 
derstood her, and remained silent, while Oscar 
departed. 
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'* Indeed, Sir," continued Corn61ie, "your 
zeal is thrown away. We will abide by the 
opinions of our.father." 

*' What ! you too, my daughter," said the 
pastor, *' whom I thought to have long since 
convinced — ^who listened, and allowed the fair- 
ness and cogency of my reasoning/' 

"Tis true. Sir. But I cannot recall that 
chain of argument at need, and even if I 
could, it would not supply that philosophic 
pride, that makes me contemn the ills of 
life." 

" That is; because you have not advanced 
far enough in religion to have a feeling of it. 
You heard but its rational proofs. The 
feeling comes later, is of far more sweetness, 
tenacity, and force. Persevere, and you will 
find it." 

" Do, my child," said old La Versiire; " the 
pleasures and consolations of enthusiasm are 
more powerful than those of reason. And you 
will need the most powerful." 
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''Truly, though insidiously spoken/' said 
Thouin ; '' but see that the basis of enthusiasni 
be truth, then you may taste its pleasures, and 
receive its consolations with safety.'* 

" And who will lay that basis ?" ^ 

" Neither the idle, nor the ignorant, nor the 
self-satisfied," replied the pastor. 

Ossian here interposed to interrupt rising 
warmth, by breaking his lance with the cure. 
''On me too, M. Thouin, your arguments 
have had some influence, and my conversation 
with the friend here, whom you procured us, 
has made them sink deeper. What have 
been nations without religion, urge you, but 
still degenerating races of men ? And you are 
right. The mob must have their creed, which 
may be symbolically true for them, as that of 
the Jews was for the superstitious rabble of 
their nation. But allow me to think, that 
reason and philosophy may furnish higher 
intellects with a faith purer and more befitting 
them." 
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''And where is to be found a society of 
those higher intellects V ' , 

"In history — in Pliny's letters^ which I 
have beef just perusing^ and which have done 
xome, I promise you, than Voltaire to turn me 
from your counsels. When I contemplate in 
those pages the higher order of Romans of 
that day, their nice honour, their generosity, 
courage, and contempt of death, their Platonic 
loftiness of sentiment — when I. contemplate 
all this, I own, I cannot see the necessity of 
Revelation to mankind." 

The eyes of Corn^lie brightened with de- 
light at what she considered the eloquence 
ofOssian. 

" It is but an outwork of religion that you 
attack/' said Thouin, ''an insignificant out- 
work, but still as it is one, through which the 
thoughtless unbeliever, when he recurs to re- 
ligion, generally directs his retreat, I will de- 
fend it — and that simply by asserting that 
Pliny was a romancer, his heroes, including 
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himself, slaves and adulators as public men, 
as well as debauched and sunk below all the 
laws of morality as private men — they might 
preach eloquent Platonism from the midst of 
their boys and baths, and with as much 
justice as they extolled fortitude and public 
virtue in their adulations of the despot who 
ruled them. But why recur so far back to 
times of scant or uncertain records for the 
reign of philosophy. We have seen it in our 
own days. We have seen its effects both on 
things and on men.*' 

" We have/' said old La Versi^re, proudly. 

" Not t6 pursue exactly that path of argu- 
ment," interrupted Corn61ie, **doth not phi- 
losophy ally better with the heroic virtues 
than religion, which is so exclusive and con- 
temptuous in principle, as to consider every 
thing as light and supererogatory that doth 
not make part of itself. Patriotism, I remem- 
ber, is not once mentioned in its code — " 

The curate smiled — 
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" — Nay, all the heroism recorded in Plutarch 
would be but vanity in its eyes." 

" And all the heroism of France, from Ro- 
land to Bayard, from Henri Quatre to Turenne, 
not to mention the civilian virtues of De Thou, 
of D'Aguesseur, De THopital, names that 
might — will rank with Plutarch's best — on 
what was it founded, but religion 1" 

^' The French character," said Ossian 
proudly, ** made the greater part of their 
heroism." 

" And then what made that character, my 
young, patriotic friend, — ^but it is useless to 
argue these points. I care not whether truth 
or untruth allies best with heroism. There is 
a phenomenon in the world, called religion, to 
the existence of which we can no more shut 
our eyes than against the light; its truth 
stands based on simple, rational proofs, and 
it should be first seen, whether these proofs 
can possibly be set aside or slighted, ere we 
proceed to argue the needlessness of what 
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forces itself upon us^ or the seeming absurdity 
of its rites and objects. For me to go over 
those proofs to you were vain^ for it is the 
characteristic of all moral demonstration to 
lose its force, the instant it loses its novelty. 
Hence we are obliged to enforce the truth on 
some by their fears, on others by their 
hopes — " 

La Versi^re smiled. 

" — ^To you, cold reasoners, I can only urge 
it by arguments of expediency." 

*' And how will those apply at present? Are 
we not passing happy, contented at least, suf-^ 
fering no ills, not at least that religion can 
cure^ unless you mean that an hypocritical 
affectation of it would recommend us to the 
mercy of our enemies." 

*' Suspect me of no such thought. Mine 
are far wide of such, considering merely that 
your children are entering on the world, that 
they touch the age of the passions, at which 
hour the seeds of life's happiness or unhappi- 
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ness are sown, and that they are without a 
moral guide to conduct them safely through.*' 

''They have their judgments, and if that 
fiul, their hearts and consciences.*' 

''False as a guide perhaps, and most* cer- 
tainly frail as a support/* 

"Indeed, M. Thouin, you alarm yourself 
causelessly in our behalf.*' 

" Would you keep your sons from blood,'* 
said Thouin. 

La Versi^re made no reply. 

" If you would,'* continued the pastor, *' I 
warn you, that that morality which can teach 
no forgiveness of injuries, will not do so, 
placed as they are, at least, in estrangement 
and enmity with their brethren." 

" Whither doth all this tend." 

"I have given one great argument for the 
expediency of instilling religion into your 
offspring. La Versi^re ; and I rejoice to see, it 
has made its impression. Another I would 
shew you by asking in what manner you in- 
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tend your children to gratify their natural pas- 
sions, and be happy?'' 

"They are too poor to marry," said the 
Conventionalist, ^^ and, I hope, too proud to 
raise up a progeny of beggars." 

'* Your prudence therefore exposes them to 
a life of temptation, though with what charm 
you have armed them against falling into the 
ways of vice, I cannot conjecture," 

'' Come, come, we must leave those things 
to chance." 

"Why not say to nature?" 

" Well, I will say, to nature." 

"The hallowed link of marriage is super- 
stition in your eyes ; you have made your en- 
thusiastic son, Ossian, here, contemn that 
rite, for example, or esteem it necessary but in 
obedience to the world's prejudice." 

" You are not much in the wrong," said the 
Conventionalist. 

"Then you have embittered for him even 
the sweetest dream of a poet's life." 
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'' May not a pure mind hallow its own con- 
ceptions and visions ?" asked Ossian. 

*' Suppose^ La Versiire, this son of yours 
had corrupted one of our mountain maidens/' 
" An unlikely supposition^ for the popula- 
tion shun us, even the soft-hearted Ossian in- 
cluded, as vipers/' 

''Revenge and despite for such injustice 
might drive him to meditate such an act, as 
the wolf would snatch a lamb from the jea- 
lously guarded sheepfold." 

'^You injure Ossian by such impossible 
suppositions." 

Ossian turned somewhat pale. It was, 
however, for Oscar. 

The cufi took M. La Versi^re aside, and 
they walked together for the space of nearly 
an hour. But the subject of their conversa- 
tion the reader will hereafter be enabled to 
conjecture. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Although imagining the cause that had 
brought the curi from Locle^ and had given 
rise to some trouble^ reproof^ and exhortation, 
in the family, it was some days ere I exactly 

learned it. During that interval indeed I 
formed the resolution of resuming my peregri- 
nations, but in addition to the usual solicita- 
tions of Ossian and his father, Oscar re- 
proached me with having never yet kept my 
promise of accompanying him upon an expe- 
dition amongst the higher Alps in chase of 
the chamois. 

I was desirous of enjoying the novelty of 
this famed sport, as also of exploring the re- 



THE regicide's FAMILY. 95 

gioQ of eternal snows in fuller and more agree- 
able company than that of a guide^ and with 
some more inspiritipg motive and excitement 
than that of beholding the sublime and pictu- 
resque. The beauties of Nature are never so 
gratifying as when they seem to present them- 
selves by chance. — ^To go absolutely and with 
pleasure prepense in search of a prospect^ 
makes the feeling which it excites cold and 
artificial, — it limits the enjoyment to the eye 
merely, and shuts out that noble accompani- 
ment of thought, which, had one stumbled by 
chance upon such a scene, could not have 
been wanting. 

Ossian agreed to accompany us. The ex- 
pedition and the absence of his sons pleased 
old La Versi^re, who had reason to expect a 
visit from Girouette, and who did not wish 
the fiery spirit of Oscar, nor the sensitive 
Ossian, to meet the fickle soldier, whom they 
both looked on with so much suspicion. 

We set out, the three of us, for the sons 
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■' .• • • ■ 1^ ' .. 

of tibe Kgioide had found it impoMibla. t^ 

attach to them eren a peaMmtioUo^aFT-f! 

armed with guns, poles, e&ti§p.. and cmed- 

ladder^ hatchets, profision tpo^. all.whioh 

fonned a burden for ea^, baok, that bf 

no means agreed with the breadth or. ]iab(ip 

, ofmine. 

. It was more than a day's. jonmej ta tin 

scene'oC pur intended sporty and thebrotlMia 

spoke frequently, wad with Bome< myatvj' At 

first, of a chalet where we were to stop and 

equip burselyes more lighdy for. the ■■ actual 

fatigue of the chase. As I was bound for the 

same chalet with them, it became necessary, 

sooner or later, to let me into the secret of 

this mystery. 

" I dare say, you have conjectured, what 
brought old Thouin amongst us the other 
day/' said Oscar to me, '* or perhaps he told 
you/' 

" Not a word did he mention to me : nor 
did I allow myself to form conjectures with 
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respect to what you all seemed to think best 
concealed/' 

"Nothing in it to hide-^merely a pretty 
parishioner of M. Thouin's^ whom I thought 
proper to carry away, and he to come to com- 
plain of.'* 

" Then he had some reason^ methinks." 

** Bah ! priests have always reason." 

** And the mystery of the chalet consists in 
its containing this young lady." 

" Precisely/' replied Oscar ; " and therefore 
at this moment dare I not visit it alone. The 
brother is vigilant and suspects. He hates 
me^ as I do him^ and though he durst not 
cross my path^ for if he durst/' and Oscar 
ground his teeth, '' but did he know the place 
of my treasures, he would come by night or 
in my absence, and steal her from me." 

'' But how will our company aid you to de- 
ceive his vigilance?" 

''He will not suspect me of bringing a 
stranger thither. And three of us, with a 

F 
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good look out can syrely discover if we be 
watched. If I can espy him lurking, my game 
is found without a chamois.'^ 

" Oscar," said Ossian, " I will leave you 
here, if you talk so. I know it is but talk. 
But yet, how bring yourself to say that you 
would fire upon a fellow man.'' 

'^ Rather our natural enemy,. Ossian. Are 
we not shunned like beasts of prey-^denied 
friendship, denied approach to the fair ones of 
our race, whose minds are poisoned against us, 
whilst these chains subdue and pain us — shall 
we be marked out like Parrias from our kind, 
as your favourite book describes* — and shall 
not we have our revenge?" 

" Better to live like that Parria, Oscar." 

"Ah! you may, Ossian. But I have blood 
in my veins, feelings, passions." 

^^ And nothing to restrain them, Oscar, un- 
happily." 

"* Oscar alluded no doubt to St. Pierre's * Chaumiere In - 
dienne.' 
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'' Nothing — what should thore be to lestraia 
themr 

'^ Reason, jastice, Oscar." 

'* And have I not spoken both? Are we not 
put oat of the pale of human kind^ and for no 
crime ? Are we not at war with liY* 

** Nay, but ours is a peculiar, unnatural 
situation — we should forgive, and be re- 
signed'' 

''And I am to let Paul seize Marie, and 
bear her from me V* 

" Nay, I would defend her without vindic- 
tiveness against him, who rightfully seeks to 
free her." 

''Rightfully — is she not mine — doth she 
not love me—" 

But I must acquaint the reader with the 
story of Marie more briefly, than the dialogue 
of the brothers would allow. 

She was the daughter of a wealthy landed 
proprietor, such as in any other country 
would have assumed the bearing and title of 

f2 
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a gentleman. In that land, however, none 
soared above the rank of a peasant, except 
perhaps the ambitions burgesses of the prin- 
cipal towns. The father of Marie had his 
flocks and herds, which he tended, his moun- 
tain-side/ domain sufficient for the noble of a 
more flat and fertile country, his house^ de- 
corated externally with paintings, inside with 
white-wash, his vacherk, a score of chalets 
and of shepherds — a son too, and several 
daughters, amongst whom he had ample 
wealth to divide. 

Paul, the son, had upon the first coming of 
the La Versi^res to the country been the com- 
panion of Oscar, whom he led through the 
Alpine paths around, and initiated in the dar- 
ing sports of those lofty regions. In these 
exercises the Swiss youth was soon surpassed 
by his scholar, and this did not tend to 
strengthen their mutual amity. Oscar during 
this time had penetrated to the domestic cir- 
cle of the Swiss farmer, had seen his daughters 
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--^tbey were rude, mountain beauties — but 
loFe, beadstrong as it is after cboice/is before 
it possessed of a rery flexible spirit of confor- 
mity, and Oscar^ to whom the sight or society 
of Parisian grace was henceforth denied^ 
yielded his heart to the simple fascinations of 
a Swiss . girl. Marie was the object of his 
choice, nor could she resist the first glance, 
that bespoke preference and homi^e^ from a 
youth of Oscar's person and carriage, from 
one too who wore the manners, and boasted 
being a native, of the metropolis of France. 

What were Oscar's views I know . not, nor 
perhaps did he himself — when a monk from 
no very distant convent entered one day the 
house of poor Marie's father. He craved a 
meal, and repayed th^ hospitality he received 
by a full or rather over-full history of the new- 
comers, or La Versiires, who had settled in 
this part of their country. Revolution, re- 
publicanism, regicide, are thdknes that few 
talkers at any fime can resist expatiating upon ; 
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and they certainly in the present case supplied 
the monk with materials for the homily of an 
hour. Other reports at fair and market re- 
specting the Conventionalist and his family, 
corroborated the hints and warnings of the 
mendicant. Oscar in consequence found the 
gates of the farm shut against him, and was 
forbidden attempting any future intrusion by 
the proprietor himself, who, not without some 
horror at the mere presence of the youth, ex- 
orcised him, as it were, from his domicile. 
When he expostulated, the names of Judas, of 
assassin, impious brood, and cursed seed, 
struck first upon his ear, as applied to him, 
and but that the indignation that swelled 
within him was merged and mingled in a 
greater degree of astonishment, he would have 
been prompted at the instant to some extrava- 
gant or fatal act. 

Vengeance, however, kept awake in his 
breast, as did love in that of Marie. So bit- 
ter» io absorbing were Oscar's thoughts of re- 
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aentmenty that bis affections were oveN 
whelmed by the mote powerful passion . True, 
he still loTed Marie> but that was no longer 
.the predominating idea-^die thoughts of her 
beauty, her tenderness, her sufferings, occur- 
red — ^bnt not ^ often as did his own humilia- 
tion, her father's insults, her brother's neg- 
lect. Had not the pursuit of his lore agreed 
so well with that of yengeahce, there is no 
doubt which he would have sacrificed. As it 
was, scorning or deeming impracticable the 
seeking of honourable satisfaction from any of 
a family, whom he now looked down upon as 
peasants, how muchsocFer in imagination he 
had been before inclined to consider them 
above that rank, he resolved to gratify his 
passion for Marie, and to procure that gratifi- 
cation in a baser way than he at first medi- 
tated, in order to take vengeance upon her 
family. 

' He succeeded but too well in his selfish 
project, and at length was compelled to bear 
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away Marie from her fatim's rooC kst her n* 
tnaiion might leTeal their connezioii, and ex- 
pose her to all the fary of her parent.. Seifiah 
as his motiyes were, they were not munin^ed, 
especially of late, with pnier feelings, as was 
evident from his consulting her safety in pre- 
ference to the vengeance which he had intended 
to inflict by her shame npon her family. Had 
he held sach a resolution as this, he would 
have been a demon indeed. — But he was a 
youth of strong passions, abandoned to them 
and to himself, the sport of circomstances and 
of his own mind, incapable of mastering or 
guiding either — thus, like the higher order of 
beasts of prey, of mingled tenderness and fe- 
rocity, generosity and cruelty, not without 
seeds of nobleness in a disposition, which 
seemed formed for its own destruction, as well 
as for that of all around it, whether friends or 
foes. 

Of Paul, Marie's brother, when Oscar de- 
signated him as a sneak, or by some word of 
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equal value, and when even the equitable 
Ossian assented to the character, I could not 
entertain a high opinion, more especially con- 
sidering, that although suspecting Oscar La 
Versiire, he had yet sought or demanded no 
open. vengeance. • But what vengeance could 
a peasant seek^ especially of one unrivalled in 
agility and strength? , M. Thouin had heard 
the circumstance, and immediately placing his 
suspicions right, had come to relate the affair 
to old La Versiire, and to expostulate with his 
son. But all he obtained by his coming was 
another version of the story, with assurance 
from the old man^ that vengeance could not 
have been his son's motive, and that when the 
anger of the family was allayed, Marie should 
be forthcoming. 

''As one of your family," urged Thouin. 

'' You must speak to Oscar on that subject,"' 
wasthe only answer of La Versiire. 

As the greater part of these circumstances 
were either revealed to me, or penetrated, dur- 

f3 



106 THE regicide's FAMILY. 

ing our journey to the chase, my veneration 
for the exile's family, and for Oscar especially, 
began to abate. '^ Bat such/' said I, ** is the 
world) shaded characters and mingled motives 
compose it— >to look too close at any comer 
of life, is to convert the over-curious pryer into 
a misanthrope. All this may not be so bad as 
I think it. At any rate, Ossian is pure-minded 
and noble — and Corn61ie, these circumatances 
will put to the proof what she is." 



CHAPTER VII. 



We proceeded on our mountain path in the 
mean time, abandoning the pine-crowned sum- 
mit and ridges of the lesser Alps, and direct- 
ing our course to where the many tops of theii 
mightier brethren reared themselves above the 
clouds. It was in the neighbourhood of these, 
and in a retired valley, or rather, high up on 
one of the mountains which inclosed the val- 
ley, that we found the chalet. It was com- 
pletely concealed by a projecting rock from 
the view, and was only reached and discovered 
on the wide waste of the Alp-side, by a speck 
of pale-green pasture above it* A wild and 




tifii totrmt TcBmi in full sight beoeatb, 
■krvak bewamr eoodderabl; from its winter 
MMM, iriuek W0 coald perceire, as by the 
http at foim wad wUmm we crossed it, from the 
wnekof ftT'lrailksaild crumbling rocks, which 
aadced the lint of iU high-water. AbD?e the 
dhalaC §U, arOM a bald granite brow, seldom 
ban to die. iky as now, and beyond this 
wen deMriad die ercr-during snows of a still 
loftttt Alp.' ' 

I hadtboDght the day's toil concladed, when 
we had reached the mountain-base, and sew 
the spot which marked the chalet within what 
seemed au insignificant dietsDce above as. Bat 
more than an hour elapsed, and the sun was 
sinkiDg behind the distant Jura, ere we reached 
our resting-place. 

Marie proved to be a more interesting giil 
thab I had augured. She had a beautiibl, 
simple, mountain face, not the less lovelyin 
my eyes iirom bearing the maiks of care add 
pining, and approaobing motherhood. She 
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sprung to welcome Oscaar, as woman's love 
alone can welcome; and cried and laughed 
and sighed upon his bosom with momentary 
and frantic happiness. Eren after a time Os- 
car vainly chid her forgetfulness of his brother 
and his friend— rshe acknowledged no. one's 
presence but his, — would not be calmed, nor 
could be brought to prepare repast, to. think 
or speak of aught, except his being with her*. 

The tears started to Ossian's eyes. I turned 
to look with dry ones down the yale already 
darkling below with the first gray of night. . 

The tender fondness of poor Marie, connected 
with what I knew of Oscar, touched me. Some 
minutes did I moralize on woman's love and 
man's unworthiness ; yet was not sorry, on 
awaking from my reflections, to find that an 
old woman, not so oblivious or absorbed as 
poor Marie, was spreading cheese and milk and 
bread upon the rude table of the hut. A por^ 
tion of kid too appeared soon after invitingly. 
And in despite of sentiment, we were all. 
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Marie included, much better and happier after 
- supper than before it. 

''What can be Oscar's intentions respecting 
diis poor girl?*' asked I of Ossian, as we 
walked forth a moment, previous to our re- 
tiring for repose. 

'' He knows not himself/' said Ossian ; ** my 
father says, he has acted wrong, and says no 
more. Corn^lie wants to bring her home, 
, And make her one of the family instantly, and 
it was with difficulty that my father could 
prevent her setting forth to come here the 
other day.'' 

And why have prevented her?" said I. 
Why, indeed! But we still hold to a 
world that shakes us off." 

The next morn we rose to prosecute onr 
sport, and quitted the chalet before sun-rise, 
directing our course over the summit of the 
mountain. Surmounting it and descending 
into a bleak valley, if valley a hollow too 
high even for vegetation can be called, we 



it 
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reached a glaioer at the fbot of the Alp which 
we intended to climb. The summer's sun had 
attacked it on eveiy side, and was now beam^ 
ing on its solid mass, which seemed/ like 
glass, to reflect without being subdued by th^ 
powerful ray. Its circumference, however, 
irregular and elevated from the ground, was 
dripping on all sides; whilst a full stream 
emerged from under it, and rolled towards a 
neighbouring cleft. 

A mist, considered most fortunate by Oscar, 
was shading the lofty peaks and snowy re- 
gions above us. It would enable us, he said, 
to come amidst the game unperceived. Ac- 
cordingly we still ascended by a weary and 
awful path, penetrating the chill cloud, which 
excluded all view of the precipices that might 
overhang, or undermine us. The experienced 
eye of Oscar alone prevented us at times from 
stumbling into huge crevasses or clefts in the 
snow, which at half a foot depth became ice, 
and which extended down, perfect abysses. 



112 THB ftKGlGIDE*S 

awfbUy deep and blue. Even when disco- 
Tered, and when the danger was obviated of 
thus falling into them unawares, it was no 
easy task to imitate Oscar's mode of clearing 
them by a leap upon his pole. Though some* 
times they were of breadth so considerable, 
that we were compelled to follow their brink,* 
until we reached either their termination or a 
snow-bridge, which might enable us to cross 
them. One of these we encountered, which 
proved a very ravine of ice ; and we descended 
into its depths and ascended in the same 
manner by steps, which the hatchet of Oscar 
instantaneously formed. It was a novel and 
no agreeable situation, to find oneself in its 
depth, chill, blue barriers rising up on each 
side, and the murky cloud shutting out sky 
and sun, a fit vaulting for such dungeon. 

As we regained the snowy surface of the 
mountain's side, we emerged from the cloud, 
which rolled in white voluminous folds be- 
neath us, illuminated by the bright rays of the 
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morning sun. The valleys below were hidden 
from our view^ whilst the heights of the snowy 
Alps above lifted themselves up in awful soli- 
tude. We could now descry, and we felt awe 
in doing so, the particular appearance of these 
unseen and unapproachable summits, the 
bleached granite peaks, against which the 
scarcely whiter snow-drifts . lay couched-r-the 
wide, irregular summit, which to the eye. be- 
low had seemed a peak, and which now ap- 
peared a broad round scalp, with a roll of 
snow around its ridge, like a fillet or a crown. 
The sky was no longer of that light, trans- 

* 

parent blue, which cheers the upturned looks 
of men — ^it was of a deep, blackening, awful 
hue, and seemed repulsive of the audacious 
glance, that dared to scan its depths so near. 
The v^itet solitude was the most awful of the 
sensations awakened by the scene, for our 
steps upon the '' crumping snows,'' were but 
those of insects intruding upon such vastness 
— ^the elements above were rulers here-r-the 
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(lest breath of wind, that shook from their 
Bs of rest the light balls of snow and ice, 
tpitating tfaem down the mountain'e side, j 
■ed an uproar in our ears, — ^but still it wu I 

it in such a scene, nor more than was pro- 
iioned to the majestic and uncchoing still- | 
tM of the Alpine realm. 
"-Kature," said I, " that has filled each 
■ny of the glolie with life, seems not to 
^n (this momentaiy intrusion on our part 
■tdbpted) a solitary representative here." 
■ ■ *Hu8h," said Oscar, "you forget on what ' 
errand we came. Look yondei^-" 

I was answered, on directing my Ttew to * 
dUtuit, though not one of the moat lofty 
peaks, by descrying an animal upon itti very 
point. 

"Here," exclaimed Ossian, "your refleo- 
tion is twice belied." A majestio eagle shot- 
down the moontains, not checking his straight, 
headlong career, till he had passed not maoy 
yards aboTO onr heads, and then whtriing 
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around us, he screamed and layliiddein befalnid 
some projecting point. • 1: 

*' I never was more strongly tempted, to 
forfeit a day's sport for a bird of prey«" vaid 
Oscar, bringing down his gun, that he had 
pointed at the eagle. 

''Nor I, i'faith/' said Ossian; ''I neyer 
thought they ventnred so near the hunter." ^ 

" It is a child-devourer, the most savage of 
the tribe. It is considered ominous, when 
ihey do approach so near/' 

'' Hunters and fishermen are always super- 
stitious/' said Ossian ; " the danger attendant 
on their pursuit, as well as chance being the 
chief regulator of their success, furnishes them 
with omens, vows, and a legion of saints pe- 
culiar to them." 

Oscar, I thought, looked more angry at the 
cool remark of his brother than became one 
professing the philosophic creed of the La 
Versiires. — " Brother," said he, " books and 
libraries have their laws and influences*— -the 
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hillg and wild places of the earth haye theirs 
also." 

As Ossian smiled, Oscar grew still more 
angry. 

** Come/' said I, ^* Ossian, one of your name 
and poetic temper might afford more quarter 
to superstition, especially when she is a moun- 
tain deity. I for my part admire and am a 
follower of her myself, whilst she is a denizen 
of the hills, inspiring the wild and untaught 
poor with caution at times, and at times with 
consolation. There she is a beneficent, a poetic 
spirit. It is only when haunting the plains of 
the civilized, the crowded towns of the artizan, 
and working upon the mean fears of every 
day Ufe, that she becomes, by a union with 
ignorance and power, metamorphosed into 
demon." 

** And I tell thee, Ossian, to mock not what 
you have not experienced. That eagle's cry 
bodes harm ; this evening I will give you leave 
to mock me." 
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"I hope, that it does bode harm, at least 
to a couple of chamois/' said Ossian. 

As we marched in pursuit of the game, 
a sudden gust from below rushed upwards, 
and penetrating the cloud that stiir rolled be- 
neath us, made a rent in it, as it were, and 
opened for us a yista to the valley. This is 
one of the most lovely phenomena of Alpine 
scenery. Deep through the vapoury cloud, 
which rolled and closed gradually round the 
breach made in its mass, we descried the gay 
fields and groves, and with some difficulty the 
torrent below, the sun shining on the depth 
of the valley, as upon us, whilst the pent of 
the mountain side that we descried beneath 
lay under the shadow of the cloud, except 
where the slanting rays penetrated through 
the breach. 

" Well,'' said Ossian, " if ever nature pre- 
sented a phenomenon that might be construed 
into an omen, and into a fair omen, that is 
one/' 
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''Take it as such then, and be thankftil^ 
n^ithout enteriDg into a disquisition upon it/f 
said Oscar. 

'' I have nothing either to hope or fear, and 
therefore look for no omens. — But, Oscar, 
thou art very splenetic and churlish this 
morning." 

** And thou, Ossian, wouldst argue under an 
avalanche, even at the risk of making its mass 
move down to confute you. And I promise 
you, our voices, insignificant as they are. 
Heaven knows, might aid this south wind in 
bringing down one of these excrescences of 
snow that overhang us.'' 

He had scarcely spoken, when a quantity of 
snow detached itself from on high, luckily 
somewhat in advance of us. It appeared tri- 
fling at first, but as it gathered and shook 
down other masses in its descent, it fell some 
yards before us, in an impetuous shower, 
which, although there were no large fragments, 
none that could dignify the fall with the name 



FAMILY. 119 

of avalanche, would have sufficed, I have no 
doubt, to sweep ua from our path and from 
this life together. I would have retreated, but 
Oscar pointed forward, and we accordingly 
wended on in a hurried and stealthy pace, 
silent ourselves as the grave, and breathlesi^ 
as our speed permitted, whilst the fragments 
of the young avalanche rolled with pattering 
and awful sound beneath us. 

For folks, who are neither soldiers nor ad- 
venturers, and therefore unused to these things, 
it is a disagreeable feeling to know one's life 
in jeopardy. And this is not in the least 
abated by its having been the sober, serious 
reflection of the half hour previous, that there 
is really nothing ia life worth living for. t 
would recommend as the best antidote to mis- 
anthropy, ten minutes' hurried walk beneath 
the white brows of an impending avalanche* 
I for my part never felt more philanthropic 
than after such a trial, more reconciled to hu- 
man nature, to life, and to all its ills. 
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We had not long passed, and were shdterad 
beneath an aiguille or lessef peak, when dowa 
the monster came. The enormoiiB mass slid a 
space, perhaps a farlong, sending down before 
it a shower of loose snow — ^tben like a huge 
wave, that strikes the shore and leaps into % 
surge, the avalanche turned over, split, dashed 
and rolled its mighty volume down« I oould 
not describe it, no more than I could my own 
sensations, as I saw it strike the path we just 
had trodden. It swept the very cloud before 
it into a shower ; and the only impediment it 
encountered was the pine-grove, already shat- 
tered by many a fall. The stout firs fell like 
grass before a mower — the foremost uprooted 
borne below, and the rest flung prostrate one 
upon the other, and buried instantly beneath 
the ruin. The time of its descent allowed me 
f o form an idea of the distance, for it was many, 
many minutes, ere the fall subsided in the 
vale, scattering fragments far in its farthest 
shock — we could perceive the white masses 
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on the green meads, among the rocks, and on 
the torrent's brink, the course of which was 
completely stopped. From above, subsidiary 
falls took place from time to time, keeping up 
the mountain thunder so long, that I began to 
fear that the Alp itself would crumble. It was 
nearly an hour before we could recover pre^ 
sence of mind to pursue our journey. 

We did at length, Ossian saying no more of 
omens, my self pondering on the past mixture of 
the awful and sublime, .and Oscar, bent on the 
capture of a chamois, as if naughthad happened* 

The reader is perhaps aware, that he, with 
us, is not engaged in the chase of this ro- 
mantic little animal, after the orthodox, 
Alpine fashioii, which requires dogs, a num- 
ber of chasseurs, and other requisites. But the 
brothers could command no gathering or 
suite, and therefore went alone, as we de- 
scribed it, to the chase, a mode both difficult 
and perilous. 

Oscar, however, had seen the game, a prin- 

o 
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cipal part of success ; and we now approached 
the place, which was certainly as inaccessible 
and cunning a spot as a chamois could en- 
trench himself in, and as hazardous to the ap- 
proaches of his enemy. The peak on which 
the deer had been at first descried hung over 
an angle, which was the point of junction be- 
tween two lines of mountains, both most pre- 
cipitous where they met. Here the animal, 
with his wonted cunning, placing himself on 
the summit of the precipice, and fearing no 
enemy on that side, directs his watch in the 
other directions from whence he may be ap- 
proached. A number of hunters would sur- 
round and force the deer in its flight to allow 
at the least some of their party a shot, but the 
solitary chasseur m ust draw near on the most in- 
accessible side. Although Oscar was not al- 
together solitary, he considered himself so, as 
Ossian was not the most expert of marksmen, 
and he reckoned me, not judging falsely, as 
about Ossian's equal. 
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Consequently ordering Ossian round to the 
far side^ and leaving me at this, Oscar took 
upon himself to ascend the very face of the 
precipice, where, with some miles of depth be- 
neath him. — I shudder at this moment to 
think upon it. 

Allowing sufficient time for Ossian to have 
accomplished his circuitous path, Oscar com- 
menced his perilous clambering, in which a 
false step would have precipitated him to cer- 
tain death, and in which even a loosened and 
falling fragment would have scared the game. 
Trembling myself far more than he did, I 
watched his progress, gathering confidence 
from the caution, activity, and presence of 
mind which he evinced, more intent indeed 
upon him than upon the deer, which I was 
set to watch. I turned my eyes at times, how- 
ever, to my duty, and could perceive the cha- 
mois browzing, most probably on the mountain 
moss that could alone grow in that wintry re-* 
gion, its side discovered towards the precipice, 

62 
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whilst its sharp eye was bent in the opposite 
direction. 

At length I saw the youth pause on a pro^ 
jecting piece of rock, not more than broad 
enough for his feet, whilst not a shrub was 
there to allow his hand to stay his footing. I 
thought of the precipice beneath him, and 
again shuddered. How can he resist in that 
position the repercussion of the gun? He le* 
veiled it, however, and fired. The chamois 
fell. Another shot was heard — no doubt 'twas 
Ossian's. And still another followed. Our 
pieces were single-barrelled. The shots were 
all too loud for an echo. I looked at my own ; 
'twas yet undischarged — I turned towards • 
Oscar. He slid from his position, and from 
my sight at the same time; and whether 'twas 
a voluntary movement on his part, or that a 
dizziness or stun occasioned by the shot had 
shaken him from his frail footing, I could not 
tell. 

His shout, however, was heard at the instant. 
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not a shriek, or sound of fright ; and I felt re- 
assuredf as I rushed towards the precipice. 
On looking down, Oscar was upright, bound- 
ing from rock to rock, and ledge to ledge, with 
the force and impetuosity oC a supernatural 
being. Another figure fled from him. This 
no doubt was the person who had fired the 
third shot, and perhaps as an intruder, he 
had excited the vengeance of Oscar. — But 
Heavens, what a path for flight ! — ^What, for 
pursuit ! — ^Each step taken with safety was a 
miracle for each. 

Oscar gained upon his prey, for such the 
fugitive seemed, they both approached the 
last ledge or shelf of rock, the summit of a 
kind of natural abutment, past which a step 
was inevitable destruction, for thence down- 
ward the rock sunk precipitating, and left not 
a resting-place for a straw. The fugitive 
reached it, and paused an instant, — I could not 
help clasping the clifi*, on> which I leaned, with 
intense anxiety : I felt as if I had been my- 
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•■if ift dM . nne perilous situation mth ] 




1 to have no sach thought for J 
ll|aMi( no loeh comiuiseratioD for him nho ^ 
AmL Ai the latter turned in suspense, Oscar 
liaohlilt the lUM ledge, and, either by the iui- 
pabo of Us QOWDg, or by deliberate violence 
(dM will at maij rate did not appear to be want- 
JHfh thahaplw fugitive was precipitated froni 
At frtalMg**' A commenced shiiek, for the 1 
bwiknemad Winting to complete it, came at j 
tb* first plunge from the body — for it was no 
more. It fell shattered and mangled, ataio- 
ing the snow in its descent, down, down — 
OhJ thatalakehad closed upon it,and' spared 
ray imi^nation the horrid sight that of^~ 
hannts it, of that hapless form rolling, strik- 
ing, and finally aeparating, till the fragments 
were lost in the fearful depth and distance. 

I felt Ossian at my side, and started from » 
momentary stupor. 

" You have seen it," cried I. 
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'* All, all/* whispered he, '* the fearful sight. 
But we must save my brother.'' 

" Who is it? what is it?'' demanded I. 

'* It must have been Paul," replied he. 

" Paul — what ! Marie's brother ? 

** The same. No other would have fired at 
Oscar." 

** Ha ! and his was the third shot, and at 
Oscar." 

*' I saw him level — ^he waited for Oscar to 
discharge his piece, that he might 'scape, and 
then fired." 

" Is Oscar wounded ?" 

'' Tis what we must see. He must be, he 
must be so. Look, he lies motionless upon 
the ledge — ^my brother, he is dead." 

Ossian cast aside his gun, as he spoke> and 
rushed down the precipice with the same su- 
pernatural fearlessness, though from a very 
difierent cause, as that which had impelled 
Oscar. I dared not follow, able to do naught 
save gaze after him. In the same security, 
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though not with equal speed, Ossian at length 
gained the ledge where Paul had been preci- 
pitated. He raised up Oscar, who was 
wounded, and bled' profusely. The youth 
then called to me, to throw down ropes, and 
otherwise assist in raising up the wounded 
Oscar to the summit of the precipice. It was 
a task of difficulty and fear. The youth was 
almost unable to help himself; we dragged 
him, I may say, unaided, and at times he was 
suspended over the same^ precipice, down 
which the unfortunate Paul had fallen to de- 
struction, supported only by a frayed rope, 
and the doubtful strength of Ossian and my- 
self. 

At length we had safely drawn him upon 
the snowy surface above, and upon examina- 
tion we found that he had been shot in the 
right shoulder, not dangerously. The sight 
of the wound rejoiced me — he, who had pe- 
rished, did make an attempt on the life of 
Oscar, and paid the forfeit of his base attempt. 
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We asked Oscar, who it had been. He con- 
firmed Ossian's conjecture, and answered, 
" That viUain, Paul.*' 

" Oscar, he is no more." 

** By a coward's and an assassin's fate." 

"Ah! brother, may we never have such 
cause for vengeance.'' 

Oscar looked with an angry frown, but 
could no longer reply. 

We bore him, before evening-fall, to the cha- 
let of Marie. 



q3 




CHAPTER VIII, 



I k^ow not wfaat account of the adventure J 
A^ gave to Marie — it was not, however, the J 
truth. She, poor girl, was agitated and dis- 
tracted much by even what she beheld, by 
the blood of Oscar, his weakness, and our 
anxions looks. To this we delayed to add the 
overwhelming tidings of her brother's fete. 

My first words in private to Oseian were of 
the necessity of procuring some medical aid. 
But he pleaded the utter impossibility of pro- 
curing any, as well as the needlessneSB, he 
hoped, of having recourse to it. There were 
other points of consideration of greater mo- 
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ment, but all thoughts we deferred for the 
night. 

Betaking ourselves to a few hours' repose^ 
Ossian and myself started at the early dawii 
to return home. Oscar slept, and betrayed no 
dangerous symptoms ; and we descended the 
mountains, leaving him to the care of Marie 
and her attendant. 

We spoke little during our rapid journey ; 
and scarcely alluded either of us to the catasr- 
trophe of the preceding day. Remarks upon 
our path# upon the rapidity with which we 
had traversed what part of it was past, and 
in v^hat time we might accomplish the re- 
mainder, formed our only, interrupted conver- 
sation. It was not more than three at noon, 
when Ossian approached his home. None 
came to welcome him; our return was not so 
soon expected. And when Cornelie espied 
us, her mind instantly augured a misfortune. 

La Versiire came tod. Ossian unburdened 
himself of the circumstances of the story. 
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The old man seemed more moved than his 
daughter. She was not hardened to the 
melancholy fate of Paul^ nor blind to the 
wrong that had given rise to his vengeance, 
but she deemed the catastrophe not unmerited 
by the base means which he adopted of 
wreaking that vengeance. She contemplated 
the deed and the misfortune. - But her father 
eyed at once the consequences^ was less 
moved perhaps than any of us, but far more 
alarmed. 

He shut himself up for some time, and left 
us to our melancholy debate, or as melancholy 
silence. At length he came forth, having de- 
cided that it was best to hush up the circum- 
stance, say nought of it to any, and bury even 
the remembrance of it, if that were possible. 

This determination, on the part of their fa- 
ther, astonished and displeased both Corn61ie 
and Ossian — to me it was still more unwel- 
come. Paul would be missing, on whom 
would the suspicion fall, save upon his only 
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known enemy? But the old man upheld, thai 
shame for his sister's enlevement and disgrace 
was cause sufficient for his disappearance ; 
and that. for a long time he must be considered 
absent principally in search of her. The re- 
mains might be found, 'twas urged. This he 
declared unlikely in that wild region, where 
moreover many hunters, strangers even to the 
country, yearly perished, and to identify the 
remains of one precipitated such a depth, 
would prove as impossible, as to light on them 
was improbable. 

But what were the advantages of conceal- 
ment? — ^That, were it disclosed, none would 
credit the whole truth — that it would be infal- 
libly believed, that with or without a struggle 
Oscar had overcome the youth who rightfully 
sought vengeance, and that he had sacrificed 
him to his evil passions* Marked out for de* 
stmction by the rulers of a neighbouring 
country, whose known hatred could not fail to 
influence the local government^ within whose 
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jurisdiction the region lay^ it was impossible 
that either in the court of justice, or in that of 
public opinion, one of the Regicide's family 
i¥Ould be judged fairly or impartially. 

** Let us, as well as Oscar, trust to an up- 
right conscience," said Com61ie proudly^ 
** speak all, and fear nothing." 

Ossian seconded her proposal. But the old 
Conventionalist had been too much accustomed 
to the wily ways of the revolution, and d^'^ 
pended so totally on that address and cun* 
ning, which the men of that epoch always did, 
and do still continue to pride themselves in, 
that he closed our mouths, and forbade all utter- 
ance of the fatal subject. Thus the fact, which, 
if told openly, had lost much of the suspicious 
and the horrible, gathered for all of us in the 
foul closeness of secrecy the taint and odour 
of crime. 

I myself did not fail to expostulate; but to 
take upon me the consequences of open confes- 
sion I could not, fatal as they might prove to 
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this hospitable family. To abandon them and 
the country also occurred to me — ^but I found 
myself unablie to make what they must consider 
as so selfish and ungenerous a proposal at such 
a moment. Poor Com61ie! her noble and ge- 
nerous spirit shone forth in that hour of trial 
— her reasonings dissuaded us from any rash 
resolution— A^ countenance inspired alU even 
her father^ with firmness — ^her anxiety was pre- 
served for her hours of solitude. I thought 
how displaced she was on this low and de- 
graded state of existence. Her breast should 
have supported the head of some drooping 
hero or despairing statesman. Man would 
have gatheried fortitude in gazing upon her, 
and lessons of virtue were written on her brow. 
Had she been in the place of a Roland/ or De 
Stael, cast upon tLose times, when an over- 
throw of prejudice and a fresh spring of en- 
thusiasm had levelled all rank, save that of ta- 
lent^ in society, and allowed even women to 
appear on the stage of history, then would her 
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mind have been felt in matters ifeorthy of its 
influence and agency, and her fate, whether of 
pride or of misfortune, had then been such as 
became her nature. As it was, cursed with an 
unworthy lover, a parent whom she adored, 
but all whose disappointments had naturally 
risen from petty, selfish, and mistaken ambi- 
tions, with brothers for whom no prospects 
opened, except such troubles as their idleness 
and passions promised, her high enthusiasm 
served to weigh upon her, instead of bearing her 
up, — her large-mindedness obstructed her hap- 
piness and content in the narrow space allowed 
for its developement, and every nobler instinct 
of her nature proved a source of sorrow and 
disappointment. 

Ossian and his father had returned almost 
immediately to the chalet, with such medi- 
cines and necessaries, as were deemed requi- 
site. It was with much difficulty that Corn61ie 
was restrained from accompanying them ; — as 
foi me, I was too weary to again encounter the 
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fatigue. And thus the daughter of the man- 
siout and myself its guests were left to each 
other's company, an awkward circumstance 
even in that region where etiquette had litde 
penetrated. In the distraction and hurry of 
the moment, however, this circumstance was 
contemplated by no one, not even by Corh61ie 
and myself,! believe, until we met with mourn* 
ful faces in the solitary salon. 

With my English ideas of propriety clinging 
to me, I felt somewhat embarrassed at my si- 
tuation, and was even meditatipg a visit to the 
cure, when Com61ie, too full of serious thought , 
to dwell for a moment on such trifles, at once 
burst forth on the subject that absorbed her. 

" Poor Marie !" exclaimed she, " I wish I 
had gone — a female, even though a stranger, 
would have comforted her — and yet 'tis of no 
use, till Oscar can bear removal, then will I 
go and bring her here, to ours, to Oscar's 
home. I will overcome my feither's prejudices 
-^they are unworthy of him." 
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" It IS prudential motiTes, not prejadice, 
Coni^lie, that weighs with yoar father," said I. 
" And why ? Is not the unioa between Oscar 
and Marie as sacred, as if the little watch- 
maker, the mayor of the Tieigbboating town, 
had girenit his sanction." 

*' Quite so to me, who am no admirer of 
manitge as a civil contract." 
" Why be dissatisfied with it as such?" 
" For such reasons as our present conversa- 
tioa Euggeats. that it does not sufficiently mark 
Ae difference betwixt the conaexions of vir- 
taons lore, and those of vice, of Tanity, and 
momentary passion.'* 

" Methinks, however, that it does so. Sins 
against society are thus marked by social re- 
probation. I see no need of enforcing audi 
laws by the denunciationa and mei^ceB of roli- 
gionl" 
" Are not these more powerful?" 
" More Berere, I grantyoD; and, like all serere 
wAWi ueceasaiily inefficient. Lode at all coiUf 
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tries where the threats and promises of religion 
are construed and believed according to the 
letter, they are the most dissolute in Europe. 
In those others, as in your own, where, if- 1 am 
rightly informed, although religion is mildly 
professed, honour is allowed to be the univer- 
sal motive of action, and guide in principle, 
virtue pervades private life. No, Sir^ the ce- 
remony is nothing, it needs neither pomp nor 
superstition. The social respect with which 
it is regarded, hallows it sufficiently." 

*^ I regret," said I, " that you always look at 
religion on the unamiable side. Setting its 
proofs apart, I cannot conceive, how a woman 
should fail to prefer it to all systems of ethics ; 
its distinguishing characteristic being to suit 
the wants and weaknesses of the heart, to ally 
with the feelings, to be capable of being iden- 
tified with them, so as to elevate, to purify, to 
follow them. A cold and finely-reasoned sys- 
tem of morality may conduct a man through 
many trying scenes of life, may direct his 
steps and bear him upright through moments 
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''I know of one chann at least, independent 
of that recommended and preached by yon, 
which consoles the heart, and hallows at least 
its misplaced or unfortunate affections.^ — ^And 
that is self-denial, self-oblivion/' Comilie 
leaned her hSad upon her hand, evidently want- 
ing this very self-oblivion, the effects of which 
she boasted. 

It is a melancholy consolation,'^ said I, 

to forget/' 

'^ And a common-place one-^but you mis* 
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take, by self-oblivion I meant not forgetful- 
ness. That I do not wish for. With a bleak 
future, what should one do without a past to 
dwell on, let that have been ever so sad.** 
*' We can make the future what we will.'' 
** We cannot make it sun shine, if the past 
o'ershadow it." 

^ But we have wandered from our argu- 
ment/' 

^* So let us. The pleasure of society is to 
converse, not argue.'' 

There was here a pause in our dialogue, 
from which we were further and finally diverted 
by the unusual sound of horse's steps upon the 
little avenue. We had not heard the gates un- 
closed, and the noise had scarcely reached our 
ears, when horse and horseman crossed the 
window in our view. 

Com61ie grew very red, and straight after a| 
pale. 

The Cavalier's was a handsome, martial 
figure. He entered, Com61ie hesitated. A 
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struggle of many tfaonghte and fiaeluigs passed 
within her mind, and paralyzed all modoiL. 
But the frank soldier seized his welcome, 
kissed both the pale cheeks of Com^e, sate 
down beside her, masked his own emotion, if 
he felt any, and dissipated hers with ques- 
tions, tidings, gay remarks, ejaculations. In 
a few moments he had set all present at ease, 
except himself, as I knew by the glance which 
he cast at me, as soon as oar recorery from as- 
tonishment and dmnbness gare respite to bis 
voIubUitv. 

This was Colonel Girouette. 
It is extremely unpleasant to be the bodkin 
or third person between a pair of lovers, but it 
is doubly absurd and disagreeable for a care- 
less, heart-whole, decided bachelor to find him- 
self, in addition to the above awkwardness, 
the innocent object of jealousy and suspicion 
to the hot-brained suitor. To be suspected at 
all of such a sentiment is an insult to the dig- 
nified apathy of the character, and to be sus- 
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pected in order merely to be maltreated, and 
to obtain the subsequent character of a silly 
pretender discarded, is the very acme of tor- 
ment and vexation. What is a man to do ? If 
he looks grave, there seems to be reason in the 
thing, and the affair becomes tragic. If he 
smiles — ^it is the natural ruse, and exasperation 
is prerexcited. If he expostulates, he is dis- 
believed — ^if he good-humouredly and ironi- 
cally assents, he is believed. — In short, jea- 
lousy excited must have an object to vent 
itself upon, and even when convinced of its 
own vanity, must still rage for the sake of 
consistency, and to preserve its own character 
as a rational passion. I knew not what to do. 
The spark of suspicion had fallen, the flame 
was awakened. |^ch word and gesture, how- 
ever warily spoken or artfully chosen, would 
be as likely to fan as to extinguish it. I wished 
myself, at the chalet — at the cure's. I was at 
sea, and longed for a spot of dry land* — ** long 
Jieath/brown furz^, any thing."* 
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*' And your father, Corn^lie/' said Girouette, 
'* Oisian and Oscar, where are ihey?'^ 

** Oscar lies hurt in the mountains, owing 
to an accident which he met with in hunting. 
My father and Ossian have gone to see 
him/' 

" And—" 

'' Monsieur, allow me to introduce, &c. — a 
friend of M. Thouin's — ^he was with Oscar 
when the accident happened/' 

" Pray, Sir, what was it?" 

*' A shot/' said I. 

" And a fall," said Cornelie. 

There was a pause. 

" Two concise causes/' said the Colonel, 
" but quite sufficient to lay up one man. Mon- 
sieur is a stranger in these parts ?" 

" Altogether so, until a visit of many weeks 
with my friends here has rendered me as 
much acquainted with its beautiful scenery, 
as I can well be." 

"Delightful country, highly delightful, I 
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do not wonder that its, attractions have de* 
tained you so long.** 

'* I need not say^ that the family of this 
mansion have been to me its chief attraction/' 

'* Indeed. I begin to regret my abrupt ar- 
rival." 

** How should that be? I^ for my part^ was 
longing for the coming of a third person: 
Oscar's accident^ and my fatigue in assisting 
him» having, awkwardly enough, left me the 
task of keeping up the spirits of Mademoiselle 
Com^lie/' 

''The task." 

'* And a troublesome one — she is most sadly 
given.*' 

" And my English friend/' said Com61ie> 
rallying, '' in order* to inspire me with mirth, 
was treating me with a most serious disqui- 
sition on " 
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On what, pray," said Oirouette, keenly. 
Mafoi/^ replied Com61ie, smiling and 

H 
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blushing, '' I do believe it was upon mar- 
riage." 

I was somewhat shaken from my own pre- 
sence of mind by the young lady's awkward 
frankness^ and looked, no doubt/ most fool- 
ishly guilty, as the Colonel observed, '' That 
there could not be a more interesting topic 
for a tite-d'tite, and certainly not one better 
calculated to have effect upon the drooping 
spirits of a lady/' 

'' Ther^ has been too much of this/' said 
Cornelie, rising, and quitting the apartment. 

I never met a more frank, gay, fascinating 
fellow than was Girouette. Half an hour spent 
in his company solved for me satisfactorily 
the enigma, which previously I was quite un- 
able to comprehend, of such a woman as Cor- 
nelie remaining attached to a man, that had 
shewn so many signs of fickleness and self. 
Bqt mere man as he was, in th^ most worldly 
of senses, he pleaded guilty to it in a tone so 
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good-hiumonred, and confessed his very worth- 
lessness in a style so generous and noble, that 
if the hearer believed him guilty of such petti- 
ness, he could not help believing at the same 
time all men^ even the best, capable of the 
same. ' He enhanced himself, not by elevating 
himself above his fellows, but by degrading 
them to a level with himself. I had observed 
such heroic characters in fiction, framed upon 
the same principle — ^but then they had always 
a touch of the tragic, and told even of their 
fiedlings " inCambyses' vein" — ^whilst Oirouette 
wore all his imperfections in the comic sock, 
not the buskin— and even when he sported 
with the feelings which he possessed, and 
that intensely, it was by no means in ironic 
derision of them — there was none of the affec- 
tation or exaggeration of romance about him. 
When Com61ie left us together^ he neither 
cut nor insulted me — ^the least that I might 
have expected from a dragoon of rank — but 
merely spoke forth his suspicions in as few 

h2 
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and as plain words as possible, which I an- 
swered wijbh more circumlocution, but all as 
simply. We were very great friends — at least 
so I thought — in ten minutes. 

After an absence of little more than that 
time, Corn61ie returned, armed with a colder 
air than she had been able to assume in the 
flurry occasioned by her lover's arrival. 

" I am so sorry. Colonel Girouette, to be the 
only one of the family at home to welcome 
you. But this accident — It is the more awk- 
ward, as you gave my father reason to expect 
you." 

''Your father— did not I give the fair Cor- 
n61ie reason also ?" 

" Reasons, Colonel," said Corn61ie tartly, 
'* are a supply, which you abound in, and are 
lavish of. But in truth I had long ceased to 
expect you." 

''A soldier's time and motions, fair mis- 
tress, are not his own. They are his k — his 
country's." 
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^* Be not asbamed to mention the name of 
your royal master, even to a republican's 
daughter. Under a constitutional King, I too 
would be a royalist, if he would permit me. 
And yet, just as is his cause, and equitable as 
may be his reign, it took me some time, ere 
I could regard ■ his rule with a object's 
fealty." 

" You do then at last — you delight me." 

" Aj,. at last, which only differs from at first 
by a certain degree of sincerity." 

** Still ferocious" (farouche, the word is un- 
translatable) '' on our ancient subject of dis- 
pute. It is time that question were at rest. 
I can assure you, all the worlds saye yourself, 
has forgotten it." 

** And the great cause also." 

*' What — Napoleon — ay, truly, he is in the 
purgatory of heroism, oblivion." 

" And, I believe," said I, anticipating any 
remarks of the kind, which, as an English- 
man, I always love better to speak than listen 



160 THE regicide's 

to, " his gaoler makes it a true purgatory for 
him/' 

'' I pray you. Sir, not to ^name that comp- 
troller of foul linen/' said Girouette, *' , 

those Saint Helena paragraphs have almost 
re-made me a Bonapartist/' 

"The persecution of the mighty captive 
must have refreshed his party/' 

''Given life to one already extinct. All 
that his fame wanted was martyrdom. I hope 
sincerely, those ^English gentlemen will poi- 
son him." 

" Poison, Colonel Girouette," said I, " I 
fervently hope not." 

" , they shall though. 

" Shall, how ?" 

*' Simply, that we are determined to give 
them credit for it, whether or not they be kind 
enough to attempt if 

" Suppose you could even bribe them to it, 
where's the point gained ?" 

''Why, that we should have a military 
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saints and a potent rallying-wcNrd-^^n acorn^ 
Sir, that might spring np to overshadow the 
empire. France has grown sadly civilian of a 
sudden, moustaches are out of fasbion"-the 
aproned negociant begins to think that he can 
do without us^ so doth the embroidered mar- 
quis, that jostles us at court:-— 4he representa- 
tive supersedes the officer, the tribune the 
field of battle — and, in short, without the re- 
action of a party, at least, the mock-organiza- 
tion of one, we militaires shall soon be nr> 
thing/' 

The Colonel seemed to pride himself upon 
the acuteness of his party views, and evidently 
the character he was most ambitious of was 
that of an intriguant. 1 thought it pity, that 
he did not reserve his subtle opinions in po* 
litical matters for the ex-conventionalist. On 
me, amusing as they were, they were thrown 
away. In Com£lie they evidently excited 
deep disgust. Still Oirouette rattled on. 



tmating the subject as lightly aa if it were 
mere acandol or a disqnisitioa npon taste, aor 
once paasiog, aa a British gallant would and 
mtist have done, to consider lest his conversa- 
Uon should grow too profound for the ears of 
our &ir compaDion. These are questions, 
however, that need never iaterrupt dJacoarEe 
in fbretga life, where neither years nor small- 
clothes ore deemed, as with us, requisite for 
the attainment of political, and other know- 
ledge equally grave. 

Girouette had another motive for bis pre- 
sent loquacity. This was the sullen hamoor 
with which Com^lie received him, and which 
•eemed to tinge every reply and obaervatioa 
of hers with hittemew. Conversation, he 
knew, carried on in this spirit wotild in&lliUy 
tend to augment the difference, and could bat 
increase exacerbation. He therefore kept it 
altogether in hia own hands, left neither Cor- 
nilie nor myself room for more than a mooo- 
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syllable, and thus by a kind of gay and varied 
monologue, he contrived to make the evening 
pass in good-humour and harmony^ although 
of his two companions one was very dull, and 
the other in the least amiable of tempers. 
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most excited the lady's indignation and con^ 
tempt — but it was to those only that she con- 
fined her reproaches— she disdained to accuse 
that fickleness and time-serving spirit in his 
private feelings, of which her happiniesd had 
been the sacrifice. 

He had not encountered from her auch per- 
tinacity and coldness before — and the chill 
struck more powerfully upon him for being 
unexpected. In fact, his coming had been 
the termination of a long debate and straggle 
within him, between honour and love pretty 
equally mingled on the one hand^ and am- 
bition on the other. Love had carried the 
day victoriously, but not without a struggle,, 
and one of the great supports and pleasures 
attending his final resolution was the con- 
sciousness of acting, in despite of certain sa- 
crifices, what was right and honourable. Now, 
it cut all at once his self-complacency to the 
quick, to find that he was penetrated, fa- 
thomed, the mean workings of his selfish soul 
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read^ himself humbled and contemned. Co?- 
nflie La Versi^re was not the being, that in 
absence he had flattered himself by imagining. 
In the arrogance of solitary meditation or 
plans> we are uaost atpt to under-rate our fel- 
low actors in the scene we contemplate. Gi- 
rouette had looked on Corn61ie as a fond, sim- 
ple creature, whom his address could mystify, 
to use his own expression^ — whom he could 
make happy by deceit, and with less than a 
whole heart. 

He came in the pride of his cunning, in the 
strength of his worldly intercourse and know- 
ledge of mankind. And certainly his voluble 
gaiety was irresistible at first — it silenced 
Corn^lie — it even won somewhat upon her 
dislike — and perhaps the continued presence 
of a third person would have afforded his fas- 
cinations time and scope to have had effect. 
But when th§y met alone — when no witness 
checked the feelings of Cornelie, in the full 
utterance of them — then, as ever, address was 
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baffled by simplicity » — ^the shallow sincerity, 
which the worst and weakest put on at times 
under the influence of an excited resolutiop, 
was penetrated and expend by that which 
knows no change — the little mind of the in- 
triguer lay. unmasked and awed before hers> 
great in its unity of purpose and thought. 
Defeated, discovered in all his wiles, Gi- 
rouette retreated to frankness, to confession, 
covering meanness with mirth, and self with 
the false heroism of worldliness. But neither 
did this avail; the trenchant reproof of want 
of honesty, both in word and thought^ went 
through all such vain guards. The man was 
humbled. This was all he gained by the 
interview, the event of which he had looked 
upon as too certain, to anticipate or think of it 
as a triumph. 

It was one of those lessons, which, if any 
thing can reclaim a Qorrupt heart, they will. 
De St^l says somewhere, ''He, whom we 
love, is the avenger on earth of all the crimes 
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we commit. The Divmity leads him his 
power" — and that, she might have addedj not 
only for castigation and vengeance, but also 
for coriection, 

In addition to thus punishing and cutting 
down the meanly-founded pride of her lover, 
and at the same time gratifying her own more 
honest portion of the feeling, Corn€lie, had 
she been the most artful of coquettes, could 
not have chosen a more effectual mode of re- 
g&ining as well as reclaiming a fickle, though 
not altogether a false heart. In his first bitter 
humiliation he retired to solitude with the de- 
* termination of at once departing and do more 
reverting thought or step towards the threshold 
of La Versi^re, and in the bitter, thoogb not 
less buoyant gaiely, which disappointment, in 
common with other excitements, gives birth 
to, Girouette congratulated himself npon an 
escape bo little hoped for, and an extricfttion 
•t once from trammels that tortured hia heart 
and oroBS^ his ambition. But as his apiritEr 
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subsided^ and that sadaess followed, which is 
so favourable to recollection, and when in 
consequence the images and associations con- 
nected with this, his early and first attachment, 
came oyer his memory— mortified too, and 
sick as he had been rendered of the selfishness 
and cunning, of which he had just seen-a 
proof of the inefficacy, his old impressions 
-recurred in full and irresistible force. He re- 
called Com61ie, the simple, enthusiastic girl^ 
that had first won his heart— in womanhood 
her earjy virtues, as well as her charms, were 
now perfected — ^whilst his gleams of high 
spirit, and ardent patriotism had been ob- 
scured and lost, scarcely betraying a glimmer, 
except in such a moment of roused thought as 
then^ to mark their having ever existed. How 
should he now recover that pride of spirit, 
which he once promised himself to hold ? How 
relume that heroism within him, which min- 
gling with the world had quenched, and which 
burned alone, U> his discernment in the breast 
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of the old Conventionalist's daughter ? It could 
only be regained by cherishing his affection for 
that noble female. 

Such were the reflectiong of his momii^g's 
walk, such his last conclusion. And he was 
right in more senses than he thought of— ^his 
maxim was just, even in the abstract. — Our 
first affections, if wisely and worthily bestowed, 
are the true Palladium of virtue. With them 
we are impregnable. Ungarrisoned by them, 
we are open to all baseness. For when love 
(by which I mean the early, first, and pure) 
abandons the young heart, self is sure to enter 
and take possession. 

I encountered the Colonel in his walk, 
flushed by these thoughts. We conversed. I 
could scarcely believe it was the same man, 
so changed, so earnest were both his tone and 
subject. 

" Almighty Love,'* thought I, " thou canst 
transform," &c. 

" You are a happy, serious, thinking people,*' 
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said he to me, '' I wish I were an English- 
man.'' 

I could not avoid smiling at the ludicrous 
fickleness and abruptness of the sentiment. 
Which I may account for by remarking, that 
in common with other young Frenchmen, Oi- 
rouette had two modes of knowing Englatid 
and its national character, both of which, 
though as contradictory as opposites can well 
be, he nevertheless had studied, and be be- 
lieved both, there too, in common with his 
countrymen, inclining to one or the other ac- 
cording as it was his whim to bless or curse, 
to envy or to hate us. 

One draft of our character, one section of 
us, as an architect would say, he had seen in 
the diatribes of the Moniteiir under the Impe- 
rial regime : — in this we were perfidious, ma- 
chiavelian, avaricious, starving, slaves, narrow, 
barbarous, &c. And as an exaggerated pic- 
ture is always supplied in justice with one of 
another extreme as a contrast, this he had 
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contemplated in the Lord Bomston of Rous^ 
seau's/' Heloise," where, as the reader knows, 
we are represented very Grandisons, and phi- 
lanthropes par excellence. Now, iQirouette was 
at present very much dissatisfied with himself, 
and with his country, and being in a romantic 
turn of mind, the *' Heloise," and its super* 
excellent Lord with the barbarous name natu«* 
rally occurred to him, and produced the unpa* 
triotic remark, which I have set down. 

*' I am sorry to hear you say so," replied I, 
'' a man must have some time quarrelled with 
himself, ere his discontent swells into a dislike 
for his country. There is but one degree far- 
ther, to which bitterness may reach." 

" What may that be, pray V 

" Misanthropy .'' 

*' Now you mention it," said he, relapsing 
into his usual tone of half-serious, half-trifling, 
*' I think I do feel considerably misanthropic. 
Even your appearance just now was disagree- 
able to me, and had not my habitual good 
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manners come to my aid, I should have been 
almost tempted to quarrel with you/' 

" You're bilious, my good Colonel ; consult 
a physician." 

"Thou shalt be he — what say you to my 
pulse ?" asked he, stretching forth his arm. 

'* Nay — the physiognomy alone is sulBcient 
to supply the moral physician with symp* 
toms." 

" And what saith my countenance. 'Tis a 
frank one, I have heard, but of few words, 
for in truth it saith little." 

" Much^ Sir, on the contrary, much. It 
telleth at this moment more than I could well 
collect — love, pride, vexation. The eyes tell 
one, the brow another, and many a quivering 
muscle tells the third." 

" What more. Sir — ^you deserve a conjuror's 
fee?" 

** That flush bespeaks a new train of thought 
— that lip, unnaturally compressed, a resolu- 
tion not habitual to a fickle humour." 



I 
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" 'Sdeath ! Sir, what necroniaDcer are you ?" 

" One of Lavater's followers, even of that 
Swiss philosopher, wbom ye slew at Zu- 
rich." 

" He perished no doubt ''ke another Archi- 
medes, while studying the physiognomy of 
Massena. But where's your remedy for this 
sad complication of ills?" 

" I have been summoned late with my ad- 
vice. Another and more powerful physician 
has ministered the proper drug." 

" And what may that have been ?" 

" Let the physician speak for herself, if 
you durst question her." 

As I spoke. Compile appeared. 

" What a lovely being, such a- queen-rlike 
gait — there must be a sublime air amongst 
these hills, that communicates itself to beauty 
— she is wonderfully changed and impfoved, 
Corn^Iie La Versi^re, — is she not ■? But you 
ha?e not known her long." 

" Yet yoa must have seen her, Colonel, in 
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the rich saloon, in the queen of cities, Paris, 
rivalling its proudest fair." 

** No more to the Com61ie of this Swiss 
solitude, than Montmartre is to yon Alp/' 

" True — the lonely bird hath ever the sweet- 
est note, and the solitary star of evening hath 
a hundred vows and eyes directed towards it, 
for every one that coldly admires the galaxy of 
a crowded heaven." 

*^ You put me in mind of Ossian, who pesters 
one with similes — it is not that — 'tis that the 
mind really expands in solitude, especially of 
such noble scenes, and acquires, as hers haith 
done, a wilder and more independent spirit." 

The lady now joined us : and the glance of 
the soldier quailed to that of the maiden. 

'* We Were even speaking of you," said 
Girouette. 

*' Indeed — what words had ye to expend ?" 

** We were comparing the Cornilie of so- 
ciety, of the metropolis, to her who is the exile's 
daughter." 
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" I thought, Colonel, that you had some time ' 
since discovered the differeuce." 

" Neser till this momeat, Cornelie." 

" I cannot believe your discernment so 
tardy. Have you never perceived corruption 
in the exile's blood, or a certain atmosphere 
around the dwelling of the old revolutionist, 
most pernicious and blighting to modern am- 
bition. Are we not altogether past, and out 
of the mode, this coiffure, as well as the dear- 
est feelingB of this heart? Changed, say you — , 
you are right indeed." 

" He were a cold and selfish wretch, whose 
thoughts were these." 

" Are they not yours?" 

" Ko, by mine honour." 

" Answer as frankly, hare they never 
been?" 

The soldier hesitated. Her searching eye 
was upon him. " If they have ever intruded 
&>t aa instant, more worthy thoughts have soon 
chased them away," 
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'^ Ah ! that instapd, and that soon.'' — I turned 
from them^ down the garden walk. 

" Pardon, then, dear Corn^lie," said the 
soldier, sinking on one knee, '* I have confessed 
the worst, more even than the truth, in hopes 
of mitigating your anger. I am repentant and 
swear eternal truth.'' 

'' Think you then, good Sir, that you have 
but to swear in order to be believed^ or tha^ 
bringing one knee to earth is punishment suf- 
ficient to my vengeance. Or that even if I did 
believe that for the moment you were sincere^ 
I should promise more than to forgive and to 
— forget. 

*' Oh — this is too much — ^you are cruel, un- 
reasonable — " 

I heard no more, until retumingi as my steps 
again brought me near to them. 

*' My sentiments changed«" said Com61ie, 
repeating no doubt a question of bis ; '* they 
are — ^that is, they are not changed, but oblite- 
rated. I care for none beyond my family — 
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and if my affections are ever to extend be- 
yond that circle, they are yet to be awakened." 
*' Tis well. Mademoiselle." 

" Or re-awakened/' said the lady. " But, as 
I said, more urgent business presses than these 
arguments." 

" Business, of what urgent kind can these 
solitudes afford ? The vintage — ^but that may 
be left to ruder hands." 

'^Tis neither agricultural nor household 
business. Colonel — but some that requires my 
absence upon a distant ride. My father and 
Ossian will be home before evening, and I my- 
self ere that. — You cannot lack amusement;" 

" Surely I can accompany you." 

" Impossible — that cannot be." 

''You will require some attendant in those 
wild, mountain paths." 

'* Monsieur," replied Corn^lie, turning to me, 
who had by that time approached, " will be 
kind enough to accompany me." 

*' At your command." 
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'' Am I to consider this as yengeance. Cor- 
nflie r 

" As whim, if you so wish it." 

" Then I may turn my horse's head towards 
Strasbourg — /' 

" You had better tarry to see my father, 
and repose yourself and steed at least one 
day." 

'* Repose, indeed," cried the Colonel in no 
calm tone^ ''when woman's hand pours the 
opiate." 




CHAPTER X. 



'I OBVVKB the young lady, silent and obse- 
^fAaim *$ * mMe, and all as ignorant whither 
lier eomnind tended. The jealousy of Girou- 
ette was of course re-awakened, and his anger, 
right well pleased, as such passion always is, 
to find itself converted into vengeance by hav- 
ing an object offered to it, already vented it- 
self upon me in frowns and scintillating glances. 
He gave us to understand in parting that he 
remained for my sake, as much as for the 
lady's ; and, uninfluenced as I was, by any of 
the pugnacious passions of love, jealousy, or 
resentment, I felt the conveyed hint to be oo 
compliment. 
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Oar horses had some time quitted the pine- 
encircled mansion of the exile, as well as the 
subjacent village, ere I recovered from my 
astonishment, and requested of Ck>m41ie some 
explanation of her conduct^ of this joamey, 
and of the necessity of its being unshared by 
Colonel Oirouette. 

'' You have not guessed then what my por^ 
pose is ?" 
" To visit Oscar." 

** Jio— I go to speak with the father of 
Marie." 
"And of Paul.'' 

'* Even so. But of Paul's fate he cannot 
yet be certain. And if I can in the mean time 
reconcile him to Marie, and assure him that 
she shall make one of our family, the heavy ills, 
with which misfortune has visited him, will be 
alleviated." 
*' Are you certain that Oscar, thai your fist- 

therwill " 

'' They most, they shall. In this cause of 

i2 
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right, and of rendering the consolation that 
we trebly owe to this unhappy father, I will 
preTail," 

I thought that little good consequences could 
ensue from this journey, and interview with an 
exasperated man. "The first preliminary must 
he to confess your brother guilty of the one 
crime at least," said I, " and who can tell bow 
the old man will bear the tidings, the confir- 
mation of what he suspected, coming too from 
your mouth. His passion may vent itself in 
some way even hazardous to you. Insult at 
least you must expect, and for what object is 
all this hazarded?'* 

" Nay," said Comelie, " it, is we who have 
first wronged?^ and must first risk. I will 
throw myself upon the old man, will ttJk to 
him, will beseech him, to forgive his daughter. 
and her lover." 
. " But you know not how deep may be his 
prejudices." 
. " The greater shall be my p&ti«iC9f the more 
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perse verant my entreaties. I am but a wo- 
man, and an unhappy one — he cannot see in 
me a fiend." 

*' He may have learned the fate of Paul, and 
by the hand of whom ?" 

''Then 'twill be but the one task to appease 
his resentment on all accounts, — to inform 
him of the whole truth, which he certainly 
will not have beard. And my father's ill- 
judged plan of concealment will so be done 
away with. — I am determined — there is no use 
in your attempts to dissuade. You have hi- 
therto evinced friendship for us, and will not 
in this instance permit me to be badly in- 
sulted." 

** As far as my arm and devotion can serve 
you, lady, count upon it. Yet I wish Colonel 
Oirouette had been allowed to accompany us, 
as much for his peace as for our safety." 

" What Girouette knows, Paris knows. And 
my father would be outrageous, if he thought 
the Colonel acquainted with this unfortunate 
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oonnudon. or more imfDttimase bomicide ol 
Oscar's- Itwoc impossible to teUIiiia." 

"Say, but jout cruelty was extieme." 

"Be not so lavish ofyoor sympaUiy, as to 
bestow it DpoD Colooel Girooette. He is w» 
ptDfoimdiy selfifib, that maa, tbat whaterei 
nay be his suffeiinga, he will giuely extnct 
some gratification from tbem, either In the way 
of his interest oi his vanity. I have known 
hini to evince the keenest aeasibility one mo- 
ment, to boast of his feelings the second, aod 
the third to turn them into deriaion, and in all 
he was siDcere," 

I smiled at such depth and penetration, espe- 
cially in a character of great traits, if I may use 
the expression. Forthe penetration and know- 
ledge of their fellows, possessed by some meo 
to an eminent degree, springs chiefly from their 
self-knowledge, and their similarity in petty 
motives to the brethren, whom they read bo 
truly. 

She continued, " He pretends to consider 
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yoa as the occasion of this, and to transfer the 
grudge to you.'' 

** He honours me, more than he doth Cor- 
n61ie La Versi^re/' 

''There is the true Englishman, stiff and 
courteous, as an old Spaniard, when it behoTes 
him to speak gallant.'' 

** Ah ! Com61ie — if I were not past the young 
years of love, and did not the memory of one 
that is no more, at least to me, deter each 
tender thought, he might indeed see a riyal in 
me, or more properly I in him." ' 

*' At another moment I could be merry on 
this score," replied she, "and at another I 
would hear, if you would deign to tell it, the 
story of her^ who reigns the queen of your 
thoughts — ^we shall be the better friends for that 
confession, for there is afree-masonry of passion, 
which binds the initiated together — ^but as to 
his jealousy, heed it not, 'tislike his lore, puton." 

** I do think, you wrong his sincerity, Cor- 
niUe." 
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" Do yoa think so ?" and she mused, as if 
the Gootradictioo pleased her. Perhaps she 
bad b««D thus severe id her character of Gi- 
rouette, in order to induce me to become his 
ddeoder — but 1 am so dull, that these little 
tiidts of woman never reach my perceptions, 
till it is too late to play in theii favour. 

Meantime we had made progress on our 
mountain road, which, though not the same, 
lay pretty much in the same direction with 
that, which I had pursued in company with 
the brothers. Itwas much more tedious than 
that straight foot-path, but in company with 
Cora^lie I noted little its descents and ascents, 
and interminable windings. Although indeed 
she was too much absorbed in the anxious 
causes and object of her journey to continue 
or renew the conversation. 

Breque, I remember, was the name of the 
unhappyfatberof Paul and Marie. We espied 
his habitation, high and far, long ere we ap- 
proached it, and even the first distant sight of 
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a place, whither we were boand on such a 
fearful errand, to face the just fury of an 
agonized parent, was not marked, even by me, 
without a nervous sensation. Cdm^lie, who 
was not without similar misgivings, but 
hastened her speed on that account, to shorten 
the painful prelude of anxiety. And in a 
little time we found ourselves at the outer 
gate of M. Breque's dwelling. 

No sound came from within; not one of the 
crowd that loiter round a Swiss farm was to 
be seen : — ^herds and shepherds had been dis- 
patched far away, that their bustle might not 
break in upon the gloom of the house of sor- 
row. We entered, and tied our horses to the 
gate, menaced rather than welcomed by the 
bowlings of a pair of hounds. 

Their warnings, however, did not seem to 
arouse any of the inmates, for, as we entered 
the house, Breque himself sate in his arm chair 
opposite the rude j>oe/e, or stove, that formed 
the fire-place of the apartment* It was a chili 

i3 
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ikj opw tbeM heigfata, tbougfa Batnmn drew 

BOt yet Dear to its close : and the old maD 

sate with baodt stretched forth, as if to gather 

hnt from the stove, that vras yet without fire. 

He started from his reverie, as he beheld us, 

bat instead of rising, he merely waved hi» 

ann, and put it from him, signifying that we 

■hould begone, and not intrude upon his Boli- 

Inde. Comelie.howeTei, continued toadvance. 

Hie old man etnick his hand upon his head 

u fretAttly, as if be had been disturbed in a 

dnaa of plounni; and then in abstraction, 

Bore than in uiger, for be scarcely looked to 

note who w« wen, he seized the urn of Cor- 

Bdie, to pat b«r gently forth from the door, 

Hia conntnanoa seeaied to say, I need no idle 

visitB of consoUtion. 

Conflie Beiied tiw aim that forced her 

alwg, and buigBig tnm it, said, " I^t in« 

•In, mi tpmk with you. Sir ; I am > the 

darter of UVwsiii*.'' 

Ai if hs htd diMttvend thftl he bfll(t R npflr> 
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the old man loosened his graspi and recoiled ; 
'* Thou, the daughter of tiie regicide — have I 
within my reach one of that deceitful mur- 
derous family V* and after gaxing an instant, 
he clenched his teeth, and pressed his closed 
hands to his eyes> delighted and yet stru^ing 
with the horrid idea of vengeance, that was 
present to his mind. 

** Go away/' cried he, stamping, ** quit my 
house, my mountains, fly, or I cannot resist — 
if it once more were thy brother,*' and he ran 
forward and seized her, whilst I stood betwixt 
him and the object of his passion, and com^ 
polled him to loose his hold, ''I would, I 
would — " and disengaged from Com61ie, he 
took from the wall a knife, of that rulgar and 
horrid kind, which was daily imbrued in the 
blood of his floc}c. 

** Would you assassinate a woman, and 
within your own walls ?" cried I to him, at the 
same time vainly endeavouring to urge Cor- 
n61ie to retire. 
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" No, no," roared he ; " but it is pleasure to 
think what I might do, and do in juatice — 
'twould be but blood for blood." 

" Think it not, — my brother has not been 
guilty of blood," said Corn61ie. 

" Where then ia Paul, my son?" 

"Has he too perished?" asked I, wisbiog to 
draw from the old man how much of his mis- 
fortunes he knew, and at the same time in- 
citing him to vent his sorrow and resentment 
in words. ' 

"Hath be. Sir? Ask at home, or of this 
girl, — look here" — and he displayed the tat- 
tered rags of the unfortunate youth's garment 
— " look here — my son's body, my own flesh 
—was" — and the old man sunk faint in his 
chair. 

" Oh Heaten !" cried Corp^lie, in agony, 
" that it were no crime to kill me, and that be 
would, so blotting out bis sorrow, bis ven- 
geance, and the crimes of Oscar." 

The bead and pale countenance of the for- 
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lorn father, rolled on the high chair's back^ 
and he muttered, " The child of my old age, ' 
mine only son, and my Marie too— why did 
they tear me from him" (rousing up) "why 
was I not let to wreak my vengeance on him, 
when he was in my power — they gave me my 
dead child for comfort, two, three, all dead — 
murdered, and no vengeance — " 

Corn^lie again seized his hand. ''It was 
Oscar's misfortune,'' she said, *' more than his 
crime. Paul sought vengeance, there was a 
struggle for life, and one succumbed.*' 

** Fiend/' said Brecfue, '' fiend, beautiful as 
thou art, is it for this you have come, to in- 
crease my anguish by these mock excuses, — 
or would you tempt me to crime, to murder — 
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" Will my tears, will any suffering, wash 
away those crimes ?" 

*' Why have ye come ? what brought you ?" 
roared the frantic old man, as the only an- 
swer. 
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"To beseech you, to win you to forgive 
Marie — " 

"Ua! ha!" Breque gave two sounds of an 
bideoua laugh, " forgive Marie" — and he gazed 
at het, Htaring with anger, frenzy, astonish- 
iB«i)t, and yet nitJi some horrible delight 
ningled. 

" Yes, to forgive her, to forgive us, to know 
her as one of us, the wife of Oscar, my sister, 
allied with souls of purity and honour, though 
the world has blackened our name." 

" How fair and soft she speaks, with what a 
tone and truth, as if — nothing had happened. 
Gfiotle at nay own child — the regicide's, the 
atheist's daughter — " 

" Do not. Sir, echo back the senseless cla- 
mours of the ignorant. My father would not 
hum ft fly." 

" No, for a fly's not hnmao — the valtore, 
that preys on man, disdains to stoop od lesser 
quarry." 

" What shall I say — what plead ?" said Cor- 



FAMILY. 183 

n61ie, ''he is frantic and inexorable. Will 
you forgive your daughter V 

"Forgive — the sinless girl — who could 
have found crime in her — ^it was her curse, 
not crime, to listen to that fiend — Heaven 
knows that I forgive her/' exclaimed he, 
clasping his hands. 

"And you will see her?" said Compile, 
forcing herself to smile. 

'' Have you seen her V asked Breque. 

" No, but I fly this instant to bear your pro- 
mise to her." 

" She is here." 

''Who? Marie?" 

" Would you see her ?" 

The expression of Breque's countenance 
was indescribable, 'twas petrifying — there was 
a horrid something in its calmness that held 
Com^lie dumb. 

He rose, took hold of her, and passing his 
hand convulsively across his brow, he moved 
towards an inner apartment. I followed. 
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spell-bound; but bad not entered, nhen'^ 
shriek from Corn^lie precipitated my steps. 

Tlie beautiful form of Marie, that I had Isat 
Been clinging round the neck of Oscar, ht*8 
lay extended, pale in death, her little infab^- 
to which she had since given birth, in bw" ' 
arma, slumbering the same last sleep with it» 
mother. 

The father, with rigid countenance, poiotMl 
to his child and grandchild, holding up at dia 
■ame time the wretched tatters, all that t*- 
mained of bis beloved son. Corn^lie sunk 
senseless to the earth; afler an instant's stu- 
por, I bore her from the apartment: and it 
was many miuutes, ere the old man broke 
from his fixed and silent attitude ; and as I 
beheld La VersiSre's daughter slowly recover, 
1 was glad lo hear the hapless father Qiag 
himself down, and vent his sorrow in a flood 
of tears. 
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I COULD not hope for some time to raise 
Com61ie upon her steed, and recommence 
oar journey homewards. She lay upon the 
threshold. Some of the family, the sisters of 
the unfortunate Marie, had come forth from 
the hiding and weeping-places, whither the 
terror of their father, as well as sorrow, had 
driven them. Monsieur Thouin also soon 
after made his appearance — ^to my delight, for 
I feared some fresh paroxysm or extravagance 
on the part of the old man. 

He was surprised indeed at seeing us. He 
did all to soothe and restore Com61ie, but she 
still remained in a state of torpid grief. From 



186 THE kegicide's 

him too I learned all the circumstanceB, which 
were yet unknown to me, and which had pro- 
duced the fiital catastrophe. 

Some straggling hunter had lit upon the re- 
mains of Pan], and had instantly brought 
word to the Breques, as it was known that 
for a day or two the youth had been missing. 
Breque instantly saUied forth, and was soon 
too wdl convinced of his son's fate. His peo- 
ple climbed the rocks; on the snow above» 
and on the fotal ledge, marks and footsteps 
were discovered — following the track of these 
led them to the hidden chalet. Marie was 
there, the crisis of her dangerous state ap- 
proachiDg, which the sudden appearance of 
her angry father hastened, rendered more dan- 
gerous and finally fatal. The wounded Oscar 
was too weak to defend himself or her : still 
he rose and made the attempt. It was in 
vain. He was not killed ; though it was with 
the utmost difficulty, that the followers of 
l^reque, in dread of the consequences to their 
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master, more than from humanity, restrained 
him from taking life for life. In the end, he 
was flung from the chalet, unpierced by wear 
pon, but not without the expectation tiiat he 
must perish from neglect and cold. Marie 
was borne home, where she had scarcely ar- 
rived, when she gave birth to a child. The 
rest I knew — more even than Thouin, who in 
his humanity was anxious that acme one 
should be dispatched to rescue the unfortu- 
nate and imprudent Oscar. I told him, that 
his father and brother must have found him 
on the preceding evening, not many houra 
after the discovery and catastrophe had taken 
place. This satisfied the pastor, who, after a 
few words of consolation to Corn61ie, entered, 
and hastened to calm the intemperate grief of 
Breque. 

The old man welcomed and humbled him- 
self before his spiritual guide and friend ; and 
during the remainder of a long interview, the 
sounds of outrageous grief, of vengeance, or de- 
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lirium were no longer heard to burst from him. 
Quiet again reigned in the house of deaths 
and Com^lie at length recovered strength 
sufficient to express her wish to me that we 
should depart. With my aid she arose^ yet 
lingered in' doubt, wishing to speak a parting 
word to some of the family. But the daugh- 
ters shunned her as a spectre, and although 
one or two had been in the apartment whilst 
she lay quiescent, she no sooner stirred to 
arise, than they fled with one accord. 

We turned therefore to depart, when Mon- 
sieur Thouin and Breque came from the 
apartment, in which they had been together, 
and the latter, with a calm in his demeanour, 
that we had not before observed, approached 
Com61ie. 

** I thank you for your coming," said he, 
checking himself as he was about to pro- 
nounce the word * daughter' ; " M. Thouin as- 
sures me, it was well meant. — You have suf- 
fered too — the shock I gave, I did not intend 
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— I knew not what I did. Forgive me*' — and 
the old man seized her hand, and shed tears. 

" Forgive yon," replied Corn61ie, with a 
piercing voice, *' it is not my part to forgive — 
alas ! it is yours, and, I fear, cannot be hoped 
from you. It were not just." 

** Forgiveness is a Christian virtue/' said 
the pastor, ** we all require it, and must ex- 
tend it/' 

■ 

*' Justice must take its course," said Breque. 

" We have no cause to fear that." 

The old man smiled, and shook his head. 
We departed. We rode for some distance 
slowly. Com61ie at length said, 

** What power Monsieur Thouin seemed to 
have had over the despair and fury of this 
unfortunate parent. My entreaties were not 
less urgent, not less eloquent, for I felt. Yet 
at my voice his fury raged the more — at his 
Hwas calm." 

** The power of his ministry/' said I, ** of 
the creed he preaches/' 



190 



THE BBGICID6 S 



" 1 haTe seen indeed an example of it* 
power in Borrow. But it did not orercoms 
M, Breque's vengefol thoughts, aithoso-h it 
brought him to calmness, and to profess for- 
giveness." 

" Even that was much — beyond my expec- 
tation." 
" Poor Marie !" 

We exchanged not another word, till we 
reached home, which was not for some hours 
after night had fallen. La Versiire was in 
doubt and fear on account of her absence, 
which the circumstance of Girouette's pre- 
sence and surmises increased. He and Ossian 
had succeeded in bringing home Oscar, who 
was delirious, hut who had nevertheless made 
known to them the discovery and bearing off 
of Marie by her parent. Her untimely death 
was yet to burst on the youth's ear, to crown 
his misfortunes and despair. Comilie related 
to her father the journey we had taken, what 
we had heard and seen. And now that the 
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hazard was past, he was not a little pleased 
that it^had taken place — ^its boldness would 
contradict any imputation of that plan of con- 
cealment^ which he had first recommended 
and had since repented. And the ire of 
Breque, softened already, must be still more 
so, when he came to reflect on the way in 
which La Versiire's daughter had flung herself 
upon him, and had braved his resentment for 
the sake, as she hoped, of reconciling him to 
his lost daughter. 

There remained, however, still sufficient to 
keep his fears alive, for Oscar's health, for 
the criminal process that might be instituted 
against him, and his own tranquillity, likely to 
be disturbed, when this fresh cause of noto- 
riety would cause the ex-conventionalist's re- 
sidence in their territory to be discussed in 
the senate of Berne. In addition to these. 
Colonel Oirouette's inopportune arrival had 
made him acquainted with flresh points of the 
family history, calculated still more to 
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him, and to offend the of late scrnpulous pre- 
judicee of the royalist." 

How little such thoughts allowed him to 
sleep, I could conjecture, from the wakeful- 
nesB.in which they kept even me, fatigued, and 
comparatively unimplicated, though not uninte- 
rested. The light beamed through my lattice, 
and the fresh morning breeze shook the vine- 
shoots against it, ere I sunk into slumber. 
But even this late rest I was not permitted to 
enjoy — being startled out of it by — no other 
than my friend Girouette. The Colonel came, 
armed and caparisoned, to my chamber, and 
begged, without phrase or circumlocution, that 
I would descend with him to the garden, and 
satisfy him by defending myself against bis 
sabre. I never was in less humour, even for 
the necessary preliminaries to such a step, viz. 
getting up in the first instance, and other ex- 
•rtions equally troublesome. The soldier, how- 
ever, insisted. He was determined to begone, 
he said, but not without some Batisfaation. 
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To begone, I saw, was his intent^ and that 
also an excuse for going was another requisite 
for him, which an encounter with me, afford- 
ing flagrant proof of hfs jealousy, would give 
him. The circumstances, he had just heard 
or witnessed, had evidently made impression 
upon his fickle mind, and had thrown him 
back into his previous irresolution — to which, 
moreover, Com61ie's just severity on the pre- 
ceding day largely contributed. Not that he 
was resolved to forsake her: — like all weak 
characters, not resolution, but irresolution was 
his repose — and he longed to be at a distance, 
where he might calmly re-consider the state of 
the case, taking into account the new events, 
which threw fresh light on the amiability and 
respectability of La Versiire's family. 

With these profound and profoundly selfish 
motives the Colonel awoke me from my slum- 
ber by a challenge to single combat, to which 
I lent a very slumbrous ear. He insisted, I 
expostulated, and pleaded the idleness of his 
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<*■"»»*« iiQO. uice ind ttTe ooce a poker a 
A* 4kTft of my college life. V«ry nliudy, | 
^*M«'. 1 proanad to Kt^oieflce in naj spe- 
«■• of fipf i MiaB he shoold select, or ib aaj 
(hataoce fbr discharging them not exMeding 
eight paces* for being no experienced shot, I 
love that amngement which sets skill at par 
with siiapk stni^t-fiuwudness. 

I do aol wish to impute the least want of 
cooiage to the Colonel, but in truth he did not 
Mcm to relith the anangeoMnt, nor to adnire 
the porcbaae of a good excuie at bo ezlnva- 
gint a risk. Luckily, however, foi both of us, 
there were do fire-arms of any kind to be {ffo- 
cnied without rousing Oisian and disturluDg 
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his wounded brother. The Colonel had de- 
pended on his sword for defence both to his 
person and honour during his journey — and 
my neat English pocket-pistols I had many 
weeks previous presented to Oscar, who had 
admired them. 

Tlius disappointed. Colonel Oirouette shook 
me cordially by the hand, and rode off Stras* 
burgh-ward. 

At any other moment his abrupt departure 
would have affected Com61ie, if not griered 
her. At present she learned it from me at the 
breakfast-table with no emotion, save the smile 
that evinced she knew him. To old La Ver- 
siire on the contrary, this appeared the most 
dreadful blow of all ; he ardently wished for 
Comae's union with the officer of rank ; and, 
I believe, such wish of his being thwarted, 
was the only pang Com41ie felt in what she 
understood to be Girouette's final adieu to 
her. 

But the state and sufferings of Oscar ab- 
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sbrbed the attention of every one^ and for the 
present shut out all other considerations. He 
was wild and delirious, even believing as he 
did> that Marie was safe in the hands of her 
father. What, if he knew the truth? was the 
ejaculation that we all uttered. I need not 
say, how affectionately and unremittingly Cor- 
nUie tended the bedside of her brother. Yet 
Ossian's love was, if possible, even more de- 
voted and affectionate. Other considerations 
than Oscar's actual danger, occurred to the 
mind of Corn61ie, of his possible process^ of his 
probable revenge and intemperate conduct, 
when he should be recovered, and of the ill- 
omened future that awaited a youth of such 
rash and ungovemed passions. But Ossian's 
interest was for the present altogether absorbed 
ill his brother's health and recovery : — he was 
not so acquainted with sorrow as his sister, 
and like her and most persons so sadly expe- 
rienced, he had not learned to make light of 
the present misfortune by looking forward to 
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future ones. For myself I began to feel that 
I could no longer trespass upon the hospita- 
lity of this kind family, or intrude my pre- 
sence upon their private sorrows, welcome al? 
though in truth I believe I was to share both. 
But other objects called me away, and other 
purposes, which I had forgotten in my listless 
wanderings by the Doubs. Even had there 
not been these reasons for my removal, my 
restless spirit would not have failed to in** 
vent some very cogent ones to effect its 
everlasting and unwearied whims of loco- 
motion. 

I signified my intentions therefore to my 
sorrowing and anxious friends. They no longer 
pressed my stay. But the warmth of their 
fieurewell, told me that they were weary nei- 
ther of my company nor friendship. To re- 
visit the family, I promised faithfully both to 
myself and them : and both Com61ie and 
Ossian were to correspond with me. I em- 
braced them, as I dare not even a brother in 
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Bngland. Nor dnring my leisurely-performed 
jomney to Coire, did one of my old poeo-'CW' 
rante thonghts occur to profane my fenremr 
md my friendship. 



CHAPTER XII. 



TwAs coming winter, and every wcaulerert 
like myself, was scaping, or indeed had scaped, 
from the snows of Switzerland. I crossed the 
Splogen, that had the charm to me of being 
the wildest and most untrodden pass over the 
higher Alps to Italy. Its greatest charm, 
howerer, is the contrast which it affords in its 
descent — from Mont Cents, the trayeller drops 
into the plain of Piedmont, as vast and un- 
▼aried in its kind as the meuntains he has 
quitted, — ^from Mont St. Bernard and theSinh- 
plott are reached the Tallies of Aosta and 
Domo> d'Ossola, lovely and luxnriant, it is 
tme, but still we are introduced by degrees 
to their peculiar charms, which after all are not 
unique from the wild and rugged Splugen, 
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on the contrary, untamed even by the imperial 
road-maker and engineer, you may descend, 
figuratively speaking, a la ramasse, and after 
being launched fioiii its rocks and snows, find 
your descent terminate in decidedly the love- 
liest and most unrivalled of earth's scenes — ' 
the Lake of Como. 

Methought 1 had left woe and winter both 
behind, when 1 embarked upon its limpid 
wave, fanned by the mild and luckily adverse 
gale of autumn — for had it been favourable 
'twould have blown from the chill Alps, and 
forced me to exchange my sentiment for a boat- 
cloak. — Its waters were as clear and sparkling, 
its palaces as white, its ever-greens as verdant, 
as if winter, its very next-door neighbour, 
never deigned to visit it. 'Tis sweet, saith ths 
Italian poet, when at peace and in happiness, 
to recollect the woe that we have witnessed, 
and that is past. 'Tis sweeter still in such 
lovely scenes as these, where nature spreads a 
contrast to all sense of sadness, and where^ 
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such is the yiyifying and inspiriting gaiety 
that reigns around, the sojourner may give, 
himself to the enjoyment of sensibility and' 
sorrow, withoat fear of external gloom coming 
to deepen the shade, and darken pleasure into 
pain. There did I sit down, and write, fresh, 
from memory, what the reader has perused. 

The pens of Ossian and his sister have, for 
a few pages' further progress in the story, re- 
Ubyed mine. It was from their correspondence, 
that I myself derived the knowledge of the 
circumstances that happened during my ab- 
sence in Italy ; and their simple substitution, 
in lieu of recomposing their . contents, may 
serve to vary the tone of my narrative. 

The first letter, from Ossian, I received at 
Milan, where other, though not more powerful 
fascinations, than those of the exile's Swiss 
cottage, detained me some time: 
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" Oscar is out of daager. Let me mention 
this first, tha.t I may proceed more at my ease 
with this letter. 

" I am used to hare few wishes, but one that 
I have always entertained, was to light upoa 
a friend of a foreiga country — and that not an; 
Italian or Spaniard, or any native of those oa- 
intellectual countries, where friendship or love 
is mere herding — nor did I fancy a German in- 
timate, being one of such a disjoined and scat- 
tered nation, ia tantamount to being of none. 
When I said to my aelf foreign, I meant one of 
that uQContinental country, whom from rivality 
we are pre|»ared to respect ; in short, I meant 
an Englishman, like yourself. And I bare 
been gratified, certainly at the expense of some 
little vanities, and the paring away of not a 
Few prejadtces, the operation of losing whi<^ 
pained me to the quick. How soon a misd 
with books and solitude arrives at a summit in 
k.nowledge ? — how high, how perfect, be thinks 
his self-piled pyramid ?— how satisfied be 



■^^-> 



FAMILY. 203 

rests ? — ^how vain and idle he grows in his con* 
fidence? — Chance sends another individual to 
break upon the sameness of this solitude — 
another mind with a new view of things and 
another world of ideas. In an instant the 
churm is broken — the system unhinged — and 
the fabrics of the solitary's reason and judg- 
ment prove as frail and evanescent before the 
rude arguments of a brother, as the more pro* 
verbially frail castles of the imagination are 
found before a broad gleam of daylight, or an 
abrupt intrusion. 

** What a revolution such an accident as thy 
visit has wrought in my mind, for example? 
Let us pass by matters of taste, though there 
the change is infinite. But in more serious 
objects :— even now I look forth from my win- 
dow on die setting sun, that glorious object 
which I have so often contemplated with the 
melancholy but contented thoughts of one, 
that knows no fntnre beyond the span of his 
mortal existence, and my reflection is« that 
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though we must all set in daikness like that 
luminary, we may promise ourselve&a moreglo- 
rious rising, a morrow, and an imperishable 
existence. This obvious thought must be com'* 
mon-place to you, but to me how ne^, how 
consoling, to me whom fate has markedas an 
outcast and a predestined sufferer! Mark^ I 
do as yet but contemplate the possibility of 
such a gigantic truth, but that possibility I 
that gKmpse! — ^how my imagination ruahes 
through the vista, and revels in the endless 
future. 

** If I ever believe, what I earnestly wish ta 
believe, I shall thank my stars for not having 
been born a Christian ; you may talk of the 
firmness and sweetness consequent on early 
thoughts and associations being blended with 
faith, — but no^ nothing of that kind can at all 
rival or resemble the delight I feel, at what is 
to me a sublime discovery. Ye cannot com-> 
pare a state of ignorance with a state of know- 
ledge, a life of blank content or despair with 
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one of hope, a bestial looking forward to anni* 
hiiation, like a brute dignified with the pre- 
science of seeing the butcher's knife in the fu- 
ture, and no more — this not haying known, you 
cannot compare with the sublime conscious- 
ness of immortality : — But I can. I have ex- 
perienced both. And the charm, not of mere 
novelty, but of haying so noble and noyel a 
world unexpectedly opened to one, is a higher 
source of pleasure, even to consider it in no 
other light, than any I have experieiiced or 
could imagine. — But you have already warned 
me to be sparing of these subjects in a letter, 
a sort of study which we never betake ourselves 
to in a reasoning mood ; so I leave much for 
some future conversation on some solemn calm 
eve, if not in our Swiss pine-grove, which daily 
becomes less likely to continue our haunt, in 
some other solitude at least, for that must be 
the exile's abode : and of a solitude^ be the as-, 
pect what it will, the mind can always make a 
sublime* 
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" Respecting Oscar, who is fast recovering, 
there is no likelihood of whal you most feared, ' 
atrial; although powerful influence has been 
exerted against us. Such accidents could not 
pass, you observed^ in your country, whatevei 
be the appearance of innocence, without in- 
vestigation. Perhaps with you this is neces- 
sary. But in this simple land, they have a 
dread of criminal processes — the magistrates 
recoil from such tasks, as a coward from an 
engagement, or a girl from atale of horror; and 
all are glad, that crimes, extreme in event, 
though not diabolical in purpose, be slurred 
over and forgotten. This forbearance we find 
on the present melancholy occasion, though we 
see at the same time that it is not from tender- 
ness towards us. All the petty means of un- 
derhand persecution are begimuDg to be put in 
practice; and we already feet the first arrows 
directed against us. Most probably we shall 
be obliged to quit the canton, which iadeed 
becomes otherwise adviseable, as the blind and 
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causeless enmity bocne to usi by the vulgav, 
has swoln ^eatly since the late circumstanceit. 
Bigotry hath in this instance unfortunately got 
the support of reason, and we must submit. 
Indeed how can we complain, with Motiets 
almost in our view — Metiers, whence the mild, 
philanthropic, almost infiintine Rousseau,, was 
stoned forth by a mob, that mistook his inno- 
cence for sorcery, the iame of his eloquence 
and feeling, for impiety* 

" The present object of our solicitude is to 
acquaint Oscar with his loss, with the whole 
truth respecting Marie. I would inform him 
of it by degrees, but my father says, no-^and 
adds, that he must reprove Oscar seriously, 
and condude his reproof with that fearful 
moral consequent upon his imprudent and 
passionate conduct. I argue and protest 
strongly against this resoluticm. I know Osgmt, 
and think it far more likely to make him ten 
times more rash and ungovemed, than he has 
been. But my poor father dreams .that he is 
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• pArent of antiquity, aad Com^lie approrea 
those rif(icl purposes, for which past pareotal 
tondrrnvsM hatli ill prepared uh. 

" Ctini^lio herKeir droop* less than usual : — 
thvse late accidents seem to have called forth 
htiT eii(!f|{ii!S. Misfortunea, provided they be 
aotlvo Atid hustling onos, animate her, whilst 
tliay iipprrsR me; the silent sorrow, that eats, 
like « (Miiiker. into her health and spirits, would 
but iigroe petteclly with my temperament, 
UtrstiKD oontnirinMB of circumstanceB — she 
who oould live coDtuiited with an untouched 
hunrt, ftitd think it a source of pride to be ex- 
ompled from the weak sentiments of love, who 
could buoy herself with high hopes, and, wo- 
man as she is, could embrace in her aspirations 
hiid sympathies the whole world, political and 
moral, she is bowed down and tortured by her 
Rffection to an individual — whilst I, who was 
born for the spet mutui ammi, a weak creaturCf 
full of sensibility and afiection, who, as your 
beautiful poet nya. 
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** — ^like the iyy, was formed to ODtwine, 
And to lean to the nearest and loveliest thing/' 



have never yet been doomed to find the object, 
in which I wish to pour forth my whole soul. 
And in the absence of that love, which is a 
want to a soul like mine* I am driven perforce 
to speculate, and to exert my imagination and 
sympathies on objects foreign to my nature — 
I search the wide regions of philosophy; of 
politics too, for somewhat to absorb my inte- 
rest. I find at times some name that, I fancy, 
does so — liberty perhaps, or Platonic virtue; 
on the perfectibility of some other teacher — ^but 
it is all in vain — one short revolution of the 
sun disgusts me with my fancied idol, and so, 
half eager, half disgusted, I flit, like a butter- 
fly, in search of another. What idle dreams 
are mine ? what mad projects ? — Do you know, 
I have been meditating seriously for these two 
days past, setting forth to South America, to 
combat by the side of the patriots against the 
despot's slave, MoriUo. For Oscar, too, it 
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And ^MnTtng with die warn, liiat nnnid h^ pro* 

■•InctSDt whcalBf moD^ ths i^Hifi^ hnr.>— 
t have % lore Cox than, I know not bow» 
jlnd wTtli ft vhade of MMfana loak behiad 
On ite cabii pad <rf *Mm; *ha* txt BHr 
We glul in peaea iloBg — the laiel; mind 
E*en in tfa« pawtng «a*e to wp n ninn rinp will find. 
Tbe breeu leaa* nlnitly span tba Hul, 
Asd wmfU iw on, tik« Fate, noltMid, mmtm , 
^o vlwre Comasa'* Mm uplift ibeii vail, 
And Andii wrap* h«i in W mi»tj tcietn.— 
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Unforl thy peBBon wide, dumnumntam queen, 
Let thy Tolcaaoet thimder o^er the wanre« 
And poor their laTE-tribute to the main 
To g^reet onr flag of freedom, and the hrave* 
Who come to plant it firm, albeit on their grare* 

Sweep on, ye lazy cioiida, and yoo, my bark. 
On, fwiftly on, that in your fleet career 
My aool may mingle, and relmne its spark. 
That this still eve has quenched ; for in mine ear 
These diallow mnrmtiriiigs clamoiir for a tear, 
lift np thy Toice, old Ocean, as then wert 
Bight consdoQS of the glorious freight yon bear» 
And this sad flow of childish thoii|^ diyert» 
That ill befits the baid's, and less the waxrior's heart. 



Hark! the breeze freshens, and th' awakened surge 
Grows load in its scclaim, and lashes strong 
The stobbom Teasel with its foaming scourge. 
Yet still she sweeps nnswerringly along. 
In giant measure to the wind-harp*s song. 
The sick mast strains, till th' ear expects a crashr; 
The tight cord whistles with its frittering tongoe. 
And should the prow yield from the ocean's lash. 
The helmsman windward wheels her with a bounding plash, 

O'enheedng the slant deck with silvery spray. 
That falls, like snow-flakes, melting to a tide. 
In gargling channels fretting its steep way 
To meet its parent brine. While ocean-plied 
Bold swings the bark, the cradle of yoong Pride 
Rocked by Enthosiafm, as it were. 
By the all-haahing tempest la l lab i ed , 
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Duknesi B( noopj : Rut >se, alai, 

flow {vntlj comF*, imTeiling it. the moming atai. 
OU! tbsl I vten lesi »i«e. and bom of yore 
Mid tbat FromelbeiiD, spirit-giiiog mce, 
Which tnt in Hellu taught. iLat I mijlit pom 
Mine orirani to thee, and in thy jilace. 
Bright •lai, bfhold Aurora's ruddy face. 
Feel tliat a tephyr's liviDg pinion fanned 
Uy fercred cheek, and in the rude gu» trace 
The panagB nf Bome apirit of commaDd, 
Or that of milder Genius in s breath moie bland. 
Yet now for at a nobler spirit ig 
The monarch of the mind. 1 may not raise 
To aach my thought!, my hopes, my eympalhiaf, ~ 
For tb«y haie grown and grovelled all theii 
And Ihey hsTa met sweet Soveiec* in their vaya, 
Tbough they were eartbly — there thej cling, 
Coolented aa their freahlineu decays, 
Content to bunt Toith with £ome future spring. 
Content to be no more, if there be no such thing, 

" I see you upon reading this, not exactly 
knit your brows, such being never your sig- 
nification of displeasure, but rather assume 
tbat habitual smile, which all might mistake 
for good nature, if they knew it not to be 
contempt. Be pacified, nevertheless. Fast as 
my old ideas are ebbing, they do roll back at 
times upon me in an overpowering wave — it is 
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but, however, to hasten and continue their 
retreat. My muse mopes somewhat after this, 
but the concluding stanzas bespeak better 
thoughts. 

It shall not be : — tlie pride of tbougHt forbid. 
That doth uplift its watch-tower to the HeaTen, 
From whom the pait and future are unhid, 
The caTemf of th* abyss asunder riTon, 
To whom the keys of fate are darkly given, — _ 

Whose birthright is to live immortally 
A spirit of unwearied wing, — ^whose haven 
Lies where the stars are moored in yon blue sea. 
Where ebbless sleeps the tide of deep eternity. 

Forbid it, oh ! ye winged messengers. 
Who to mine hours of contemplatioii stoop. 
Iris-like, from on high, sufiused in tears. 
Yet redolent of promise and of hope. 
Here, as through Fancy's idle maze I grope 
In speculation blind, fair form, descend — 
Teach me with Sorrow's suasive power to cope. 
Shake off her cypress boads, and manly wend 
My liberated steps to some more glorious end. 

P. S. ** I really know not what to think of 
Girouette's brief visit and abrupt departure. 
My father is grieved beyond measure. Cor- 
n61ie will not speak. I am sorry that I did 
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■• mea n n cs *. I kaov not wbai to nake i 
that man, I oerer knew : — bat riUain or i 
out, Ik shall not hare thOed with tts 1 
UDponitT-'' 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



Afteb a short 'interval Com61ie wrote to 
me to Genoa : 

" Monsieur et ami, 

" I MUST keep my promise of assisting 
Ossian to transmit to you an account of 
Oscar's health. He suffered a dreadful re- 
lapse, owing to his being told suddenly and 
angrily by our father of the fate of Marie, 
which he had caused. All the strength of 
the house was scarcely sufficient to confine 
him to his bed. His frenzy raged beyond all 
bounds. He vowed a hundred times the death 
of Breque, upon whom, as we told him, ven- 
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geance could not heap more puoishment, than* 
he had inSicted by anticipatioD: and had he 
been but ia possesaion of his habitual strength, 
another crime might have been added to a ca- 
talogue already too weighty. He is calm at 
present, mute stricken at tbe blow, but fuU of 
suppressed vengeance, if not against Breque, 
against the whole of human kind. We know 
not how to resist or overcome this rancoroua 
misanthropy, which in him would not rest 
passive, or satisfied to vent itself in wordeu : 
Even my father, whose slightest word Oscar 
nsed to reverence, now finds his precepts 
mocked at, and all the noble stoicism, which 
he knows so well how to act upon and to 
teach, bitterly ridiculed and vehemently con- 
temned by his son. This grieves him, and us 
all, beyond measure. 

" As to Oasian. he has turned devotee, and' 
has become of no manner of use, save to utter 
mad paradoxes, and expound them in still 
more mad couplets. You have, infected him, 
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Sir ; and my fkther says, that if the Breques 
have occasioned bim the loss of oae son« you 
and M. Thouin* but principally you> have 
robbed him of another. He has learned to 
exclaim in your superstitious tongue^ 

'* Hang ap pkikMMpby f 

and argues that the best and noblest ethics* 
such as actuated and contented the heroes 
and -statesmen of the ancient world, are 
wretched nostrums, inefficient as guide or 
medicine to a passionate mind — ^nay, he 
preaches resignation to Oscar on a Jesuit's 
terms. Oscar raves at this — my father says, 
his sons are fit personifications of madness 
and folly. I could be angry, did I not think 
both to be paroxysms, that will exhaust them- 
selves and disappear, but for the present they 
are truly troublesome and degrading. 

"There is no longer any doubt that we 
shall leave this. We have already commenced 
preparations for removal. The neighbourhood 
of Basle my father fixes upon for his next 

L 
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feMting-plaee, — bttt whether to be his final ooe 
or not, remains Kith fate and bis persecutors. 
To me, all comers of (he world are alike w<e]- 
come and agreeable — the same feeling of tm- 
merited miefortuiie will hallow the barrea 
scene, that will sadden the smiling one; and 
fortunately my past life and future hopes offer 
on either side neither causes of regret or of 
impatience. 

" No tidings since from the strange being 
nthom you met here, who indeed had ereiy: 
cause for bis abrupt departure and subsequent 
silence. My brothers, however, will not be- 
lieve this- Pray do you bear me out in writing 
the truth to them. I would not for the world, 
that such trifling acquaintanceship of mine 
should prore another cause of strife. But 
Oscar is ia search of objects of anger, and 
ev«n Ossian joins him in unjust indignation 
against C. Girouette. They talk of writing, 
<l««Hmdiag explication, and involving us again 
m MUtiety and despair. Do exert yourself oo 
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this occasion. You have influence oyer 
Ossian at leasts and he, perhaps, is in thin 
instance the most unreasonable." 

Meantime the winter rolled over my head at 
Chiavari, where I had arranged to spend .it 
with a friend suffering under ill health and de- 
jection, maladies that wore off in that deli- 
cious clime. The great and only excitement 
that we needed there, was afforded us by our 
weekly receipt of letters from friends o'er the 
sea. I had few indeed even in my own land. 
But I enjoyed my friend's solicitude, as he 
broke the well-known seals ; his family became 
mine for the moment ; and although I scarcely 
would, and scarcely did speak with these on 
my return, distance made them seem there to 
me the affectionate relatives, that fate has al- 
together denied. However, if my friend com- 
municated to me and made me participate in 
his epistolary pleasures and pains, I in turn 
repaid him by communicating the correspon- 
dence of the La Versiires. And well do I 
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remember how oftea we have traversed that 
lorely beach to Se&tri along the MediteiraQcan * 
shores, mingliag our delight at the calm sea, 
aad the olive and oraage- clothed precipices on 
either Bide of us, with converse, wishes, and 
conjectures respecting the exile's family — how 
eagerly, in the dwarf, cool porticoes of the i 
town, I perused the long letters of OssJan, verge 
and prose, and the more brief and capricioua 
ones of his sister. Ossian's moral and religious 
disquisitiona, however, although interspersed 
with rhyme, and interesting to me, might prove 
mere prose to the reader ; at any rate they 
would be misplaced in this aarrative. Suffice 
it to extract from them, that be became a Chrie- 
. tian — that Coro^ie was in astonishment, in- 
dignation, and despair on that account — and 
that his &ther shook hia head, and said no- 
thing, grieved at times when hia wann and 
eloquent soQ>OTerpower«d'or rather orertalked 
him in. argument, but otfaenvise little afieeted 
by a cODver^on, which the old man at lengA 
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began to see might tend to improTe; Ossian's 
prospects in life. 

The last post-marks were those of Basle. I 
had obeyed tbe injunctions of Coffn4Iie in 
writing to Ossian all that I had witneased and 
thought respecting Colonel Girouette ; and I 
was sorry to observe, that in reply the youth 
made no mention of the Ciolonel, nor of my 
opinions, an appearance that made me suspect 
a resolution fixed, and that perhaps neither the 
most prudent, nor most just. Oscar was re- 
ported to me, as recovered, and meditating 
some such plans of emigration^ as Ossian, his 
poetic brother, had sung in one of his letters, 
but had since never thought of executing. 

Correspondence, however, even between the 
oldest friends, is of that species of flower called 
armual — meeting, converse, and social enjoy- 
ments, must recur at intervals to put tbe fresh 
seed of friendship in the ground, else the soil 
will fail to sprout epistles in due season. This 
is pedantic—however it conveys my idea to the 
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Zqikiro toma, e il bel tempo rimene, kc**' 



We were able to repeat the beautiful sonnet 
of Petrarch at Chiavari a long time ere winter 
had forsaken less favoured regions, even of 
Italy. And when the spring did really make 
its advances, I felt, like the swallow, my mi- 
gratory propensities return. My friend too, 
in restored health, bent his course eagerly to- 
wards old England, his eagerness envied by 
me, but being without the eagerness I envied 
not his destination. The valleys of the Rhine 
were the mines of the picturesque, which I 
purposed during summer to explore ; and part- 
ing from my compatriot, I bent my course 



2S4 TBM KWlCno'* 



J^m did I follow tbc covnr of At Doaba. 
«id %g*Ui dtniiBiid a ni^l'* boipiUbty froni 
W^-oMlkiMid.thc nm. Be was eUted oo be- 
tiAMMli; «a. — dtdearded witb dehgfat, wlticli he 
VfMihi «M tM*v diMw for ui ordinuj visitor, 
<lw<<JiH W ftftW Ctimt dw Cifcro tiaata a r. th^ 
(.and mn carried b» atten- 
i* « MKdhuifre thfr bottle of light 
1 already on the oakai 
r pemntns BmwimdT. I 
» < *» ■- »! ftw ^ m . >i<»»iiii^eMraordinary,waB 
<|ttr ■ w l.w ph . 7Vj>(yM) man tended his flock* 
■WK. WM fc aiWK tnvd xb ueual fashion, pnyii^ 
V ^ ^ *** 4^' OlhWM Mi AT vicinity of an atheiat 
WM «A IMm}^^ w t» 4InI ^nst a blight of hit 
i«MJM^ 4«*9h, «*«)h WNire drcAded destnicti<» 
4i hat *M^« Vr h^htiiiDg or tavamge. A huge 
^«M% W l afowMJ ■«. Baihed where PanI had 
lljiMii Md Kfon had BO exaggerated the cip- 
^MMMMMa 9t the homictde, that if tradition 
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at all performs its duty of amplification by the 
story, it bids fair to rival the most fearful one 
in romance. And had I learned at second* 
hand, instead of witnessing the event, it had 
gained a far greater interest for readers, thani I 
have been able to communicate to it. One in- 
terpolation indeed by no means pleased me, 
which was the part which a certain English- 
man, atheist also and Jacobin, was said to have 
had in the affair. The mention of this caused 
me instantly to alter the resolution I had 
formed, of spending the next day with the 
worthy curate. 

He in his turn questioned me respecting the 
La Versiires ; giving me first, however, to un- 
derstand that he had heard of Ossian's conver* 
sion. I was able to afford him little additional 
information, as a letter had not reached, nor 
indeed been merited by me for the preceding 
three months. We talked together, to our mu- 
tual delight, <m various matters, chiefly seri- 
ous j during which the good old man grew so 

l3 
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IwKted, uid I myself so enthusiastic, that be 
KconimciHlt'til aud even prayed me to become 
ft cleric mad a luissioiiary, and to sail forth to 
OonTi*rt llie savage nnd the heathen of far 
clieoM. It WHS not with the smile of ridicule 
that I met the old cure'3 proposal, although I 
ilid not think proper to follow it up. Good old 
man ! n«vcr do I take up a ZimmeimaD, without ' 
uiy tliuughts instantly recurring to thee, and 
ot'teu do 1 tikke up the, still to my manhood, de- 
lightful work on Solitude, whicli made me crazy 
whvna boy, that I may revert to thee and Locle. 
A few days more brought me to Basle, and 
to the exile's new retreat. It was pointed out 
to my inquiries, in a gay, though sequestered 
spot, commanding a view of the distant Khiae. 
And delightful were the anticipations, with 
which I approached it — once more to see the 
old exile himself, and to converse with him on 
the revolutionary times, in which he was so 
personally read, — to renew my friendship, my 
romance and argument with Ossian — to hear 
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the sweet tingle of Com^lie's harp, and listen 
to her mellow voice. As I entered the gate 
of the little demesne, I bethought me of the re- 
proaches about to be poured forth upon me, 
and of the necessary excuses with which these 
were to be met. The silence that prevailed in 
and around the cottage, joined to the neglect> 
I knew unusual, in which its parterres and 
flower-knots lay, caused me to exchange this 
for another species of anxiety. Comilie met 
me in the hall, as she descended the stairs, and 
a loud exclamation that burst from her, who 
was wont to be so firm, told that late watching 
and anxiety had enfeebled her. Her looks 
bore witness to the same. 

'* Come," said she, ** yon have been of the 
family in trying moments — there is another 
now for you to witness.'' 

She led the way upstairs^ as she sp(Ae ; and 
I found myself immediately with the assembled 
family in the sick room of the old Convention- 
alist. The first glance convinced me, that he 
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wu on lus JmA t it. I caaid read it ia the 
ringuti^his childreB, ■•■vUuiBldfown. 

Omuui had been cpakiag.fbc his cfaeekwu 
flnabed beonUi bis toan. Bat the old man 
rnnde him no answer, except bj reqncstiog Uie 
window to be thrown open, that, like Roosseaa, 
Ke laight take a last farewell of the gren Belda 
antf or the sun. It was done, and the per- 
Amte of ihf spring's fresh verdnre gratefully 
lilted the room. La Versiire strained his gray, 
dim syn. to takt the last look, that vanitj 
prf-n in death, rather than sentiment, suggested 
to Kin, and then closed them. It was an an- 
«w«r to Oaaian, and a melancholy one. The 
«\-«« of Compile glistened proudly throvgh her 
%Mm. La Venit^ made a sign, that he wished 
Ht ^ t*A iJone. All withdrew, save Com^e, 
%4i« «ovic«aled herself behind theiisngings of 
^ «M«lt> We had not long descended, when 
%» ^ffWt ww «w« reoalled by her ory of grief. 
<(Vt^ jpHW - l* tttd eeaied to breathe. He died, 
'^«ltA<IMi^«*«i8n<'' Norwaa the death of 
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the unbelieTing regicide aught but calm, re* 
sigmed, fearless, and in all becoming a philo- 
sopher. 

There are some preachers, who seem to think 
that the chief excellence of religious belief 
consists in its being a kind of cordial. This 
is not my view, seeing pride or stupidity oft 
as powerful. I, for my part, can compare the 
very different ends of Hume and Johnson; 
without drawing from them any conclusion 
whatsoever, save such as respects the nerves 
of these illustrious men. 

About a month after the death of their pa«- 
rent, I visited the La Versi^'s at Basle. 
They were preparing to return to Paris, the 
connexions of Commie being there resident- 
it was the field too, however hostile were to 
them all powers that be, for both Ossian and 
Oscar to pursue some or any possible career. 
Ossian was eager to enter the lists of fSune, as 
a poet and a man of letters, and no doubt the 
youth thought himself sufliciently skilled, even 
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in politics, to become instructor to the nation. 
I listened to these schemes^ and took care not 
to speak my ideas thereon^ which would have 
only lost me a friend, without going farther to 
cure his delirium, than a little momentary 
mortification. When consulted in these 
points by enthusiastic and sanguine youth, 
us a pilot taken on board by a ship in full 
sail, I never presume to call in question the 
prudence of making for a certain port, I merely 
confine my influence to rendering the voyage 
as little hazardous as may be, to pointing out 
the rocks and currents likely to beset the 
giddy navigator. To endeavour to turn the 
ship about in such a case, merely incurs the 
risk of being sent overboard, and having a 
more obsequious and interested pilot taken in 
one's place. So did I listen, so reply to Os- 
sian. He thought me cold, and our friendship 
in consequence cooled greatly; but it still 
held on, and I had no doubt that a little time 
and experience on his part would reknit it. 
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Colonel Giroaette had written, immediately 
upon the Conventionalist's decease, to his fa- 
mily, offering warmly his services, his interest, 
his friendship. But with respect to Com61ie, 
his letter was in the same tone of pique, 
ambiguity, and irresolution, that his past con- 
duct had evinced. She was at that time still 
drooping under her recent loss, and Ossian 
intercepted and concealed the Colonel's letter, 
mentioning it to Oscar and myself, and charge 
ing himself with the task of answering it. 

It so happened, that we all set off together 
from Basle, in our way to Paris. I had given 
up the Rhine for other considerations. Al- 
though more sincere or more affectionate chil- 
dren never mourned parent, than did my com- 
panions, yet were we not without cheerful and 
pleasant hours upon our journey. The young 
men were both sanguine and full of anticipa- 
tions: Com61ie, sad as she remained from 
past and recent misfortunes, as well as from . 
habitual temper, brightened up on being about 
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to revisit the scenes and frieade of her youth ; 
some changed no doubt, but others, ahe hoped, 
unchanged. In Paris too, she knew that 
bigotry and ultra-royal ism did not prevail so 
fiercely as in provincial towns and villages, 
where her name had been sufficient to exclude 
her from respect, as well as from society. 

One of the stages where we stopped in our 
route, was Nogent-sur-Setne. It struck me, 
as well as Ossian, that in the vicinity of thia 
town Btood the Paraclete, famed as the retreat 
of the celebrated Eloise, and whence those 
ardent letters, which Pope has paraphrased 
(on which avowed, but unconsidered plagiary, 
by the by, rests all his claims to tenderness 
and feeling as a poet), were addressed to the 
more selfish and unhappy Abelard. It web 
proposed and resolved to delay and visit the 
rains, for we conjectured, and with justice, 
that the convent had not escaped revolatiooary 
destruction. 

We thus lingered a day on the banks of the 
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S^iite; and it may be suppofed, bow mnch 
our contersation turned on the ideas asso- 
ciated with such a spot. 

'^1 cannot imagine/* said Comilie, who 
had father reluctantly yielded to Ossian's 
proposal of devoting a day to the Paraclete, * 
" what secret charm lay hid in this intrigue be- 
tween a monk and nun, to cause it so to com- 
mand the sympathies not only of their own 
age, but of sncceeding centuries. It must 
have been man's innate love of scandal, es- 
pecially when told against the gravest of all 
hypocrites, the nuns and friars^ which secured 
the tale such universal interest and attention." 

''Go, thou doubly profane," said Ossian, 
** to ask such question or assign such cause, 
and not to know, that genius recording pa»- 
sion is at once the most powerful and immor- 
tal of mental agencies." 

** Abelard," said I, " was a man of learning 
also, the most popular literary character of his 
century, although his literature did come 
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forth JD the shape of syllogismB— he was the ,; 
Rouaaeaii of bis day. le not that too ft 
reasoa?" 

"A more sober and compreheusible one 
than Oaeiao's. But I could supply even ao- 
other V 

" Do, by all means." 

" The satisfaction and delight of common 
sense to behold nature avenging itself on the 
absurd prohibitions of priestcraft, passion 
breaking through the grates, and eluding the 
inhuman vows of a cloister." 

There is no stop in the zeal of a young pro- 
selyte, and Ossian was flying, or rather draw- 
ing breath, to defend monks and monastic in- 
stitutions, on the same principle of confor- 
mity that made Gibbon argue in support of 
the Inquisition, when I stepped in to save him 
the absurdity. 

^ " If love had not such obstacles, where 
would be romance ? But for the existence of 
cloisters, we should have been this day tra- 
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versiDg the dusty pay6, without giving one 
hour to sentiment and idleness — Abelaid 
would have been no hero—" 

"Nor Melanie no heroine/' said Ossian, 
alluding to the popular drama of La 
Harpe. 

" Man alone/' observed Com^lie, " would 
prove sooner sufficient for woman's unbappi- 
ness, if there were never such things in the 
world as grim cloisters, or peremptory pa- 
rents." 

Oscar looked at his sister, but she was un- 
conscious of the pang she had inflicted. 

'' Man might tell the same tale of woman/' 
replied Ossian, " and with as deep a sigh." 

** Have you cause to say so, Ossian?" said 
Com^lie, '* you, who, I believe, never tasted 
pain or pleasure, that was not the unreal pro- 
duce of the imagination.'' 

"For that matter/' exclaimed I, "all our 
woes shall be unreal. We approach the ter- 
restrial paradise, in the opinion of all true 
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Preocb-bora, Paris — and titere shall all sus- 
picion and diBappoiDtment be cleared up." 

" We accept your prophecy," cried OaaiftD ; 
■' shall we not, Com61ie ?" 

" It shall weigh with me fully as much as 
•ny other." 

Thas did we while away the hours amidst 
the ruius, and in the ancient garden of the 
Convent of the Paraclete. 

We returned to Nogent, in excellent spirits, 
and with impatient appetites, that ill befitted 
our late pilgrimage. The repast however was 
not prepared, and in the mean time I took up 
the Journal de Parts of a recent date, that lay 
in the apartment. The very first paragraph 
that struck my eye, was the following : 

" Yesterday, Sunday, the king has signed 
the contract of marriage between Colonel 
Am^d^e Girouette and Mademoiselle Jose- 
phine Alix, daughter of the late Count Alix, 
and niece of the General of that name." 

The paper fell from my hands. Ossian 
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took it from the ground^ read the fatal para- 
graph^ and attempted to fold the journal. 
But Com61ie*s prophetic eye had seenboth of 
us peruse. 

** Give it to me. It concerns me. Nay, I 
know it. Let me read." 

And she snatched it from her brother's 
hand. She read the paragraph aloud with a 
voice that did not even tremble, with a cheek 
that did not blench. I no longer feared for 
lier, bat looked towards Oscar, whose rising 
fury was to be expected. The assumed im- 
passibility of poor Com^lie was false ; without 
betraying any external symptoms of grief, the 
blow had struck within, and -her sudden 
swooning first and alone informed us how 
much she had been stricken. 







Ok Mrmag m P«n&. I betook myself of 
r removed from 
ft.4)ld associstioaBf 
i beng joetled by struigera, I 
•ir^tW ifa«at6elves in the remote quarter called 
»lM- MoTKA. Ai first I saw them daily, less 
Aft«« «*: tmr «dT*Aced : Ossian and I, owing 
>J^ d»» M«iuai |ireT(OiMily nentioDed, were not 
vi; ;w.--i) tNirdi*! T«nas of friendship as usual ; 
mm) Omw^w kftd not, since her arrival, 
4{i«A*«>Jl iW «*iU ofber apaitneat. 

t wtH C<4«ttd Am£d^ Girouettt; ia the 
tt i w ilft w^t t and «Dde«Tonred to the utmost to 
avmJI kiMk. He «o«ld, however, and did ae- 
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cost me. He asked of my healthy pleasures, 
and peregrinations, touched on fifty topics in 
as many seconds, and ere I could put in one 
sullen or . ill-humoured remark to check his 
▼olubility, he was deep in the Befort con- 
spiracy^ which had just at that time alarmed 
the government. 

"There will be no quarter shewn for the 
future to the revolutionists/' concluded he, 
" their own rashness has put the last hand to 
their ruin. Suspected as I was, from my old 
connexion, I was obliged to signify my firm 
adhesion by marrying right royally, and sub- 
scribing to the society of Bamies Lettres, in 
order to save myself from epuration.'' 

" This then was your disinterested motive. 
Colonel," observed I. 

^' What other— and yet those boys are dis- 
satisfied — what would they have?*' and he 
shrugged his shoulders with an air of most 
interesting innocence. 

'' And this,*" said l^. '' was the depth of your 
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kfl«ction for Mademoiselle La Versi^re, to ' 
wfaich you were williog to sacrifice me." 

" Oh ! bagatelie," exclaimed the Colonel. - 

I could have insulted the fellow. But his 
Tftlnhility was again alive on some topic of the 
day; till of a sudden he stopped short with 
the recollection that he must hasten to the 
palace. 

"Bat, Colonel," said I, "yon spoke of thosa 
boya. How have tbey betrayed their dissatis- 
fectioa ?" 

"Howt — oh ! — letters, challenges, menaces, 
discharged from mom till noon like roiDute- 
guRs. That boy, Ossian, wants me to walk to 
the Bois de Boulogne for the mere purpose of 
patting an end to him, which would certainly 
be the consequence — and not the worat con- 
sequence — ^for the whole affiur would be blown 
by the same morning's wind over tKe Thoille- 
ries to my disrepute. BesidM, I really pHf 
the youth." 

" I wiib from ny soul," said I, " dwt the 
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Just resentment of the yontfas against you was 
mppeased by a meeting that would bring > to 
*fttal consequences/' 

''Be assured, that if forced to go out, I 
sUall not act the debonmaire. Bat I had rather 
hush up the matter, and throw a veil over my 
past connexion with the name/^ He here 
whispered me, that '' old La Yersiire was 
suspected of having joined in the late plots, 
and his sons were suspected likewise of having 
been ready to join the standard. They will be 
watched here closely, and soon got rid of in 
some other fashion than by my hand." 
f I parted from the Colonel; and was sur- 
prised the next morning, though not so much 
as I should have been without GKrouette's in- 
formation, to receive a note from Com6He, 
stating, in some alarm, that Ossian was in the 
prison of La Force. I hurried thither in- 
stantly. The wily keepers of the prison made 
at first semblance of admitting me, till they had 
learned and noted down my name, abode, tec. 
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ud ny knowledge of the prisoner, 
wkieh having gratified them, I was conducted 
oauide of the prison, instead of being, oa 1 
koped, pcnnitted to enter and riait Ossian. 
Prooeediag to the Maraia, 1 found Coro^lw 
distrftcted, and Osc&r refusing to her any ex- 
pLicktion of what he evidently was acquainted 
with- When his sister withdrew, howerer, h« 
waa more communicatiTe to me, and he told 
me, that Girouette, and Girouette alone, mtut 
have occasioned Oasiau'a imprisonment, in 
Older to avoid the meeting that the youth wm 
forcing him to. Oacar attributed this coodnoi 
to the Colonel's want of courage, a coni^asioa 
in which I did not agree. I mentioned the 
reasons that Girouette himself pleaded to me. 
Oscar laaghed at them, and asserted that the 
supposed implication in the Befort conafHraey 
must have been a ready invention en tus par^ 
both to me and perhaps tn the government, m 
order to cloak, and provide a pcetext, fot 
OEsiao's aireat. Oscar concluded by saying. 
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that bis retolQiion was ttken. . I pressed to 
know what this was^ but he would not infoftt 
me. He was calm too, and bis deportmeot did 
not inspire me with fears that his determination 
was either rash or ricdent. 

It was so, however, as the e?ent awfully 
prored. On the evening of that day, Oscar 
LaVersiire forced himself into the apartments 
of Colonel Gironette,. and demanding peremp* 
torily to speak with him, was shewn into the 
Colonel's cabinet. It is difficult to say ex- 
actly what passed between them. Oi^ar re« 
pioached him with his baseness^ both in hia 
eomduot towards bis sister, sad also in the 
contrived imprisonment of bis brother. Oi« 
fonetta denied. Oscar bade him defend him- 
self where he stood, and without clamour, else 
the fire*arms which be oacriesi should take a 
speedier vengeance than he meditated vrith 
his sword* Young La Versi^ asserted affcer- 
ward that Girouette did defend himself, but as 
no sword of ^is was discovered drawn, or 

m2 
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weapon near him, the youth in his fury mast 
htTv been mistaken. Colonel Girouette wai 
IbufHl pierced with a sword, and weltering in 
liis blood. Oscar had withdrawn. And the 
htw and cry of the assaseination was rumoured 
•t least around the court, where it gave riae-to 
•one panic, doubling of guards, and precau- 
tions used upon similar occasions. The next 
nmning's journal first conveyed the staring 
intelligence to my eyes. 

1 was now, however, almost too well pre- , 
pucd for any fatal occurrence befaUing the 
family of the unfortunate regicide, to be so 
much shocked as T ought to have been. Yet 
how much was I shocked ? Blood, thought I, 
running over the many fearful proverbs, that 
doom the homicide to the fate which he has 
inflicted. I issued forth without delay, scarcely- 
knowing whither; the crime of the preceding^ 
evening was on every one's tongue. I hastened 
to Com^lie's abode. But other friends, com- 
patriotB, with higher claims than mine to in- 
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timacy, had flocked around her» to bring 
consolation, or satisfy curiosity. Great ill 
fortune, as well as great good fortune, imparts 
attraction to its victims ; and many acquaint*^ 
ances of Com^lie, who had not noticed her or 
entered her abode since her return, now rushed 
in haste to shew sympathy and offer aid. It 
was useless again attempting to see Ossian, 
and I returned to my solitary chamber. 

How full were my thoughts ! Such events 
strike the mind with. awe, and incline it to 
superstition. I could not in my horror, but 
look upon the fate of Oscar LaVersiire, twice 
imbruing his hands in blood, and in all proba- 
bility to perish by a disgraoeful and merited 
punishment, to be a kind of doom entailed 
upon the son of the regicide, of him who had 
joined his brother Conventionalists in decree- 
ing, that there was no God in heaven! He 
indeed had departed on a tranquil death-bed, 
but vengeance seemed reserved for his off- 
spring. For the rest of that offspring too. 
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^■Tiw*: •»»- <eT ^i-'iiiiiht ti' aiif nr 'fliiioS 
f><>n*A "O tar « Hfc ^^gnamT* n' Zs^ar'v -fitK. 

•£)»Tefi n «iv> us umtit?:- H bbv lidtr «f 
unt- tiarn^ -tia nviu. niEsn-a: nf i 
'-•itiw -VrtmrtK I mx tivmn 1 

W *^i^M ■mt n^, VQrronDded Coniclie and 
a*f Ivr-vtiMT, Th#y were more rnsed in cir- 

'TftmttUK**, in French life and law, and better 
ealAulated tQ b« of Herriee than me. I did not 
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Hfiia. Nw did my mtnpti asid asricty 
dibkafi «poa tiiat aoeoMt. I mew thett^ for 
Ike Ant time, whai I fam^e Bince prored» tlni 
frisndships widi foveigaen are but tS^m 
HiikA,r^-tiM stiength wears out akpg witk die 

I inqaired daily after QireMtte» and learned 
at length timl hopes were eBteitained ef his 
recovery. *' The worthless are Tivaeioiis/' 
replied to me one of whom I made the inqttry, 
^if any one could survive^ Giroaette will/' 
He did. Bat this not in die least eztenvated 
the crime of Oscar La Versi^, nor seemed 
likely to have any influence in the judgment 
that awaited him. 

He was brought to tnal. It was the afihir 
ef the day,, and ell Pttis flocked to it» When 
Ae Ciicumstanees of the case became folly 
known, tim indignation of the pnbUe was 
awnkened against ihe . soldier, and their pity 
somewhat excited for the culprit There exists 
no' country in which kifideiity to wosaan %» 
more considered a crime, tiitn in medera 
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PraoM:— to the tut ccotmy uid the 
QOWtry it wu a title to faonoar. 
WM ii^nenilly reprobated, and the umTi 
Oftinion did not fail to have weight upon tfa^ 
judgra who prenidcd. Political consideralii 
too mingled with the question, and the 
^wtual «t condemnation of the accosed c 
frvik k |Mintc to be in a great degree a party 



In «01KltlMt<^in, Oacar La Versidre was seit^ 
♦ww f d M tKt f;*l)iw. Tho nhiune of a capital 
fNMMMHM *•« Kp*r»d, bat that inflicted was 
•<***<^> l«Rt i^!«owtn)ous and severe. 



^S( nV** * WW »<i uore. Nor was it till 
Vi** M^ ^ m1^ttMt« affair, until it had 
>W«. «f* *««tM«M »o» ooly for the world birt 
»ii *A#it^, iImi I <MK« ttor« intruded myself oa 
\SiMiM «iwt lu* attter. The crowd of the 
■.-^MVM* <M<M «« t«i)g«r around them, the hnti 
\xu4tMAlto» si^' ^MW Qoanpatriota and acquaint 
^'^■^^ lk«Ml irwiiiwiLtad. Ite relatives of the 
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regicide and the assassiD, after the excitement 
t>f braving public opinion, which had called 
friends and adherents around them, had passed, 
found their name to bring its natural repulsion. 
And I now rejoined them in that comparative 
state of abandonment and solitude, which had 
recently and momentarily ceased, and with 
which had ceased my intimacy with them. 

AH this did not fail to strike them on my 
re^appearance : and the flood of tears, with 
which Com^lie welcomed me, sprung from, 
and mingled with, other thoughts than those 
connected with the tmfortunate Oscar. Os*- 
sian's silent grasp of the hand spoke as much. 
The meeting resembled a reconciliation, though 
it could not be called fiuch. 

/'And what consoling thought, Com^lie, 
supported you through all those trials ?*' 

"None," replied she. *'I should have 
scorned to seek any. I am now hardened 
against fate." 

" The very pride of that thought," said I, 

m3 
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"cwi have proved no feeble support, thougli 
perhaps an impious one." 

" What ! impiouE the stoic hardihood, 

than can defy alike vice and Kufleriog." 

" If Dot inipiouB, it is at least vaia-glorioua- 
nets, lo Qatter ourselves, that we resist or caa 
be independent of the power that rulei aod 
inSuences our destinj." 

CoiQ^Iie replied by a classic quotation, the 
pride of heroism kindling in her eye, as she re- 
pea ted it. 

" Such thoughts may allay suffering," said 
Ossian, " but deep as my poor father instilled 
them into our minds, they could not keep one 
of us from crime." 

" For me they ever have, they ever will be 
sufficient." 

" So they may seem. Such principles are 
golden chains, that, whilst they seem to bind, 
do but adorn the naturally virtuous. The pas- 
sioaate and the rash break at once through 
their idle links." 
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" Ossian, let us not awaken griefs, so lately 
lulled to rest. We have our lives before us to 
prove, as well as to reason upon these points. 
Our friend will be the umpire, though, I fear, 
not an impartial one." 

Thus did sad tranquillity revisit the solitary 
survivors of the ejcile's family. Though here 
for the present I close their story, it is not to 
bid adieu altogether to characters and friends, 
such as Ossian and Com61ie La Versi^re. If 
they re-appear not for the present, it is that the 
years which immediately ensued for them, were 
too unvaried to interest my readers, already 
perhaps somewhat wearied by the gravity of 
their discussions, and the too unadorned nar- 
rative of their fortunes and sorrows. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

It has been seriously objected to me, that 
in ''The English in Italy/' I have actually 
endowed an Itsdian with courage ;^-to thi# 
I plead guilty : — moreover, that I have made 
a gallant of the same nation expel an English 
youth from the heart of an English maidan* 
and allowed him, in defiance of the rules qnd 
creed of patriotism, to overcome one of our 
own countrymen at once in combat and in lama* 

In answer to this I can only observe, it is 
unfortunate that I drew from nature, in Hhi^ 
she is sadly capricious, and does certainly re* 
priMent most unorthodox pictures at tidies,. 
The said aatiorej howtrer, like the shield ia 
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the cross-roads, hath two sides and two de- 
viceSy both true, however contradictoiy in 
seeming. Having already exposed one of these 
to my readers, and they having, I trust, been 
amused and contented with the same, I can- 
not now mock at their feelings by recanting, 
and asserting that it was false, t shall rather 
beg of them to survey the other side of the 
shield, and will endeavour to satisfy the 
patriotism of my readers in a story equally 
true, and as well witnessed by me as that of 
the ''Amoroso,'' and in which it shall be 
shewn that we too may bear away the palm in 
gallantry. 

The reader will remark, and perhaps object 
to the dramatic and very dialogic . form, in 
which the story opens and is carried on. I 
may confess,' that it had at first struck me as 
more adapted for the scene than the page, 
and was consequently turned over and mould- 
ed in my mind with a view towards its appear- 
ance in ^that shape. But recollecting subse- 
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quently my custom of allowing my characters 
to indulge at times in pshaws and pishes, and 
other equally profane ejaculations, as also my 
own habitual freedom of allusion to kings 
and tetrarchs, their serving-men and women, I 
abandoned as hopeless all dramatic effort, too 
well aware that my production could never be 
sufficiently immaculate to please the rigid and 
virgin taste of our great dramatic censor, 
whom — — long preserve. 
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CHAPTER I. 

"Ah! Rutledge! — who the deuce would 
haye thought of seeing you here in Tourcdne, 
in the very heart of la belle France V* 

" Not I, in truths a week since. 

'' You, a bom, sworn John Bull, whom the 
sound of aught but old vernacular, you used 
to declare, made you sick ; and who to my re- 
membrance hast, from a schoolboy up, consi-> 
dered a Frenchman in the same category with 
a frog/' 

*^ And still do, by my patriotism. Witness 
my sore bones and sour stomach — shaken to 
a mummy by jolting over some three hundred 
miles of cursed French paring-stones-^my 
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daily food, pallets leaa as my tooth-pick, and 
beef, good lack ! the very ghost of viand — 
vinegar, Bour and sad, though honoured with 
the name of wine, for my daily and nightly 
beverage — all this, do you think, has recon- 
ciled me to the land of frogs?" 

" Come, come. I wonder the smiling vine- 
yards, as you passed along, did not put you 
in a better humour." 

"Vineyards — do you call those dwarf 
gooseberry-bushes vines ? Why, our own hop, 
or John Barleycorn himself, presents a nobler 
crop." 

"Nay, you are incorrigible — but will mend. 
John, when he comes abroad, is like a bottle 
of his own ale. The moment you broach him, 
first comes the fizz of his spleen, then bubbles 
the froth of his prejudice, and anon flows the 
honest, generous, mellow liquor of his good 
nature." 

" Out upon your simile. I've read in some 
Frenchman something like it." 
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'' But come — 'tis time you tell at length, 
wdat make you from the courts at Westmin- 
ster, Horatio ?" 

''No truant disposition, good my Lord. 
Mom, noon, and night have Coke and Black- 
stone — " 

** Nay, out upon your law, since you have 
no quarter for my similes. What is the 
cause?" 

A jade simply^ a jade." 
Indeed. Why this is even more astonish- 
ing than to see you at Tours. Rutledge turn- 
ed gallant ! the sober, settled Rutledge, who 
chose a wife ere he was bearded, and resolved 
prudentially not to marry her, till he had at- 
tained the age of reason!" 

** The res angusta domi, ; my poverty, not 

my will consented." 

'* Go to. By George, thou desei^est to lose 
her! But say, thou mongrel lover, half ba- 
chelor, half husband, has thy spouse jilted 
thee ? Is it in search of her, or of some other 
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aad agjtt pRcion pcnoa within the fearM j 
ndai of k* Majes^ of Fnoce." 



>Qg robe, this ' 
oMM aff pattiae off tanL- 

"No BO«kiiif, Settow-MadcDt. Then » 
■0K ss sake wish bc. thui win bear a jest," 

-St*--- 

' i aaM daa^id aliH msn than your for- 
Imwiiii T<m hne a plottiii; btad, and ' 
kaow the wwU, that is. the world of women 
aad wateiiiv placet, better than I do. Can 
Toa aot help me to recorer thia fickle 
eipST-" 

" Bat if she be giddj and ickle, I coaldn't 
adnse — " 

" Nay, the ia honest, wann, good-hearted 
at core ; only these new-ian^ed notioni — " 

"Tell it me at length. Yoa most com- 
laMce by makii^ ne yonr eonfidam. It is 
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the rale^ you know, in the first aei of the 
eonedy/' 

'' Thii, then, it is. In the good, €Ad timei^ 
when we were at war with this confoonded 
country, I wooed and won the fanr, asd^ I may 
add, not fortuneless Sophia — ^not that I valued 
the latter consideration." 
'^ Oh, no one does V 

" Not I, o' my (Conscience, except that it ex* 
poses her to more interested suitors** 
« Well/' 

'' Our marriage was a thing settled, as yon 
know, though deferred, until I could get 
called/' 
*' That I know too." 

'' Old people satbfied, she no less so. I 
happy in all the dreams that study left me 
leisure for. When lo ! my evil genius^ and 
here, and, I believe, that of all Englishmen, 
whispered to her iftt a £Euihto»ible rout, that 
she was the only hapless damsel ptesent, who 
had not risited tiie continent/' 



I 
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'^IHp^C-OiBc aaL wood aSui. thai the irifc 
mtf^^fltimeT of thctenilrlMd ma^s triptt' 

'TlwyiiiwiwiBwIiliiwij mini I followed f 
,^-Tiie old fotkfl 
fuckecE, m 
losed into • 
h- bnided i&Dket; 



lan tiinet die rem of 
\ BaAtt^tAii would let for at home ; 
ta TnuiiisTiec by faangry garde$ 
A ,v-»» wnui^ ii- WBfi Di her tfaoosandf, al- 
at.si^ ik^v vrsK- hundredfi, aod Mise lost ia 
■titiHi'ntn.a; .V! iui>u£!ei;. hnolerBrds, and the sn- 
]MO*>v |«;unBDe«:t nf ibp Great NatioD-" 
* Ix stetr; sltf has pitched yoo and the 



" *"fcy> ht;-* TO« swear V 

" Ftedoa — I foigfrt yon luiid just come from 
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'tiiat moral coantry, where oaths are once more 
considered treason against the puritanic oia,- 
jesty of the people, and where an old pinner 
has been paid to assume the office and dig];^ity 
of CatOy in order to preserve the stage from-the 
profanation of a Damme** 

** Set a thief to catch a thief^ is the maxim 
of the police of Montrose, as well as of tl[iat of 
Birnie/' 

** But this fickle^ f]fenchified fair, where is 
she?" 

"Here/' 

" What, in ToujB r*^ 

*' Eyen in this town,* 

^'Why, that is well. She hath then es- 
caped the hungry gard^ du carps ypu spol^e 
of." 

^'Not so fast. Monsieur bath a qnicker 
eye to his interest ; and no sooner did Mamo^a 
bring off Miss from Paris, thi^n my garde ^tf 
corps has got. himself appointed to a regiment 
on the Loire. And here he is at this moment. 
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** And ynn h«re eoac, I 

'*TlMt t* m it ontt be." 
' Thr nniur i<r llm blade f 



Vfhat of tke Gardr db CMyi i^ 



^9mi>«k«B. I know Mt one Mo&sieur 



- A.^ tK*t IS l>r. u I Ii«ve beenJnftittU^d." 

- ^ ^>i . k>.MK«t, lifrht-tMorMd ft^am, aA ever 
«fc;4#*<) MihrK 1 know hin tt«A, aai ktiow 

<y^)V9 ^N :i)t svttr ti.'vount, that he has been lon^ 
MMclftJ l» the pretty Julie Le Nona&nd, 
«i«hi>«i di«p«rt^ineiit to Sof>hUi, M lat^y a 
nwitw* M trifM m PnocKt Ym mast cer- 
t«tei);i K*\« been arnidforaied, toy dim td- 
V>w.* 
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^'Notal alU iK^at dL At leaai I plane 
more reliance on my mfomiani, than to disbe- 
lieve litm on youf of inion of a Frenchman's 
constancy.'' 

'* Go to, thou bigot. I tell thee there is 
more love in one province of this sunny land, 
thaa throughont your whole clime of fbgs, and 
withal as much honour." 

" Well, in this case we shall see*" 

** Nay, I will stake no smch truths nor any 
such great question as that of national cha- 
racter, upon an individual's conduct. Florville 
may be worthless^ if he he^ I merely say, that 
he belies his seeming/' 

'* Really that is a very beautiful woman in 
yon caliche/' obsenred Butledge abruptly, 
*' she is the very first Frenchwoman — " 

** How do'ye do? — I'm qfdte charmed." 

It was no other than Julie Le Normand and 
her mother. The reader need not be informed, 
perhaps» that it is I myself who have been 
chatting this half hour past with my friend 

K 2 
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it«U«<ls« in the market-place at Tours. The 
ftppuitioD of the fair Julie marred Our dia- 
t»f««. mnd substituted another, to me far more 
mt«fcsting. 1 introduced Rulledge, who made 
ft pftsisble bow for a cockaey, and spoke forth 
tus compliments in astooishiDgly good French, 
only that he kept his teeth shut. Being 
qiwstioued resj^ecling their journey, Madame 
Le NormaDd said, " they had come to ru- 
nlixe utd sp«t»d the summer roonthB at Tours; 
Paris had gionn so hot in summer of late 
years." 

" And only of late years?" 

" I don't think we used to perceive it, indeed, 
in the Emperor's time." 

" What might the natural cause he of such 
a phenomenon?" 

" Ma /oi, I know not. We had no leisure 
for emnii then. And ye English had not 
come to infect us, or to tell ns that a me- 
tropolis was an intolerable residence in Au- 
gust." 
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; ^^^f Ai^iiq .you travel southward in search of 
cooler air. But, by the by^ Fionriile is here.*' 

Julie blushed. 

*' We had no idea of it/' said Madame ; 
" Julie told me, he was — where is it, dear, you 
told me he was V* 

** At Bourdeaux, ma mere" 

^ He is here, I assure you.'' 

'' Drive on," said she to the coachman ; '* we 
are lodged so and so— you know our visiting 
hours and evenings — ^your friend will do us the 
pleasure of accompanying you." Rutledge 
bowed ; and I allowed them to drive off with- 
out any farther allusion to the cause of Julie's 
confusion. 

" It is but too true, Rutledge," said \. " you 
have but one revenge*" 

"What's that?" 

" Make love to Julie." 

" I shall leave that task to you." 

'* Nay, I am ceUbataire sworn, as much as 
Pelavigne s Bonnard, and could quote som^ 



«riiie 

As: 1 

tifl 
"JitnyWr." 
"* •Sincenly spci&ing, f fc«« 
j^^ADd Julie, poor Ja&e. kM Ml kr 1km' 
>, ■ pily. Bat to i lij y ««i ' taiftk fcu« 
of (iicrt-M, whicb BSTow Mneiri«t oTnutf 
--4 can tdl Tcnir Iramed w^ dat -wWh th« ^ 
tntv, l<'nly Mie, joa tiare not the lesrt ] 
^tnnrir of it. Yonr gaQantry, fwwcrcr, -wBS j 
W wv^fdmr, «nct will Bcrre tiip p uj po a ea botb 
^ Jntt« unJ youTwH". Tiy it, my good fiflow. 
h »«ny fii^ne Flomlle, md drawlmn fimn the 
Y<«v«Mil of Sophia." 

" ^ hf^ifi t« re!iA your plaD. Bat here 
tV4W« *« <sM k<>quaintance of mine too : — ^Uiis 
W4>iMa * fiV^^ml rendeiTous." 

" \\, tWwv'a ibo ndnntage of j^ea and 
(«W+.> lW,v »» what I lore most in a conti- 
>MMsM^ ts*>««, A place h a public brIooh, 
'M^iM'^ A<M « MW ftce nor a piece of •caudal 
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^M i^wmffi you^r-ii jfufjf;^ ikp wb?Je pfff^vi^- 

tiop Q^ fftiDily . UL^e i^ ^ou^ of ypwr c^ttriif^ 
)i|il|i»)i> *ery<wi8 sort of .^xjq^^wtoivef Jlli^prr- 
iipBf^ ^m^ of tb^ pri4e th^ jCf^s^ fV9r .tJb$. 

'' Qhr^ ipe the 8plit)i4e <^ ibe BOfoietgri €;ii;|i^ 
alwaycr at command, of a metropolis, (F)^i<^ 
neiihiMr sow^nl ffipr i^ip^rl^neape iQlrude, 
wher« f^i^ry wc#'9 ha))^^ wd VJi^ims^ >8 wieU 
as his house, are included in the !p4igli9]^ftn';i 

mst)i^,r-4flfMr ]U3H?4iW#li^ll^M«64oI^t^^ 

the h^bitftble gl^e, ^ y^ci^i Tol^ )up^ 
might ride his hobby-horse, witl^^iBt fi^^f fd 
ridicule of i^q^, Ip ih^ ^ 9f the 

Tkp Vproa^ pf *fe? piwojiaje allu^^ lo, 
f^toppi^d th# a%^m^ hstw^pn |Lptl^g^ aQid 
Aiys^lf. 9^ wiM» a .Mloff in ^i^ ^i^bjy o -far- 
braided jacket, embroidered pantaloons, -a |^ 

^m^ n9^4«v l^Rg V^^ fi^^^h tb»t i^ht 
l^iBcpme a parfib^l bi^^O W^^ ^M^gl^#f^jt 
•word, tliat Achilles i^ht )w^^ wji^od^ }fmf 



mnramer fiftt htf fannd hdtl. Tbknulitaiy 
InnHnp TMnunapT- «t«i no nther than the 
, rhuaent. rad vniei of the Hordaoats 
hilnah Taseal thoe ■dvmncn) into an orna- 
b (mc ; et, *• fcr profe n u d — ***'y 
% Smim^ bv the gnce of bw ir 



«nd 1, " tliiE felUnr moA not 
ne bere, 'twill mar » |dui of . 



'^'HKhaiik -H jnM liaod-wiolaiig.* replied J 




k w kBem -«> the valet of a • 

" Sir musi he bribed then, to secrecy." 

" TWi ytil'i be incomparably the moit 

i^tt^j^hfe MtA v'itbal most sore. Tlie fellow 

fe i<»::!im wfll a«-aT? that 1 know liim, and 

wiL W jilkd tf> iturcfaase my Bilmce by bis 



X'f- «-a&«d DfUQiR, or Mtmaemr Dam, at ths 
mv fc iiax . lh$^ bonesty struggbng io bis coun* 
WttiAK vtib Fr^kch grimace. 
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*' Ah ! Monsieur Rootlege^ I be very easy 
to see you." 

*' And bow do you like France, Dennis V^ 

''Arrah, how would I like Skibbereen, 
.agra: I mane, how would a Pat like the; land 
of potatoes in which he was bom?" 

''You do not mean to say, you are a Pa^, 
Dennis ?" 

*' I do and I doesn't. For thof I was born, 
bred, and rared in Genevy, . I own to a bit 
of the brogue, and a taste of the Irish blood 
in my veins. My fadtber and my modther, 
troth and I can't tell which, was from the little 
. islai^, sure enough, God bless it." 

" Poor fellow, born in a strange land. But, 
Dennis, why did not your respectable parent 
teach you at least your mother tongue?" 

" Th' Irish, you mane.'' 

''Ay, the Irish, if not the language, at least 
the accent, which you have none of." 

" And now how could the craturs?" said 
Dennii); with a smile of pity for oar lack of 




Wotwintr Draia «t otice to s 
Be ■< 

tm. mWI pi*{»t«d to be tut. 

" If y< cam ift«r Ma'anwelle, Slister Root- 
^»!p», Iffon MIye.yoube h jtmr oprhlmfMTt" 

* W^MiT' <<p him, translating English prorerbs 
i«w ^rtK OwwTMe dinlect! But wby, wbr, 

■t^ss^ *>«»«*« ♦" 

''4^fv«wnryvwp«,y«nrenattfblef6rtbeFrencb- 
*»**, W\ ^Kir* * gay, oily -way with the*. 
WM Wi»Mw IVt«,»ndran away withthe women, 
>(tMM X*<M¥ hwvMtii^ and hawing abontit.*' 
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*• 4#id, ipay <^f ar JP^iwws' W^f rft Hie ^d of 

^Ot emptily »9r IwigftifiQMrtly, ''9» JTPif^ i8ft»4 
by, md %^ tbi|h-!W>e ^9»r .^y ^^^u^^i^^Bp^ 
<MM^)dtt^, ^d ay w^pjur y^mg ;JPairtiffWB ^ 
be .canpi^ jpff by :^ |>€m9)9lA^Sj Fcf^h. i t *m^>- 
countryman of yours.*' 

PeniM3 gWOftd, "*p4erate|ito« *»# »un- 
der^l^^." 

•' Mms m^ fOQ^lex-ipqiUs, ^i^fit FPli}d jjpji Mve 
ine dc^'SaiJ^ :be. 

'< JIotbiDig fpr ^e proAepjt, gpodJ^imPr; »y 
nought wiifi*^ver.^j»avipg s^^m^m Tonr^: 
tiMfl fifpt, ywtjtifujk y»." 

''Mttm for .«ie,"8<id Peimip, jptHb jm |u^ 
Irish smile. *' Mwmff^ Je VQU$ ^oJM?/" Mid 
tbe^aiqe pers^Mi^fub^ing )bbe J^eiigh cl^aiseur, 
touching his hat and leather, ;Wd taUpg iiw 
courteous ^par^urj^. 

" What an invalu&hle T^mc^ir^impfl^^tie, gm 
they say here.'' 

'* I hope I shall not find him so/' said Rat* 
ledge. '' But this scheme— what is it 1" 



I 



-996 * WB 

"Vty. fuiH «ad aoAK. Toe m* iwply 
SButlsn viHh Jiiltc.«ad i;iwiiM'iii:f by dire^oig 
ytnT addnMcs in her. If that Gul to drew off 
n«r*Uk. wt muii pfcfnn » boW« etfoke. 
lamp ^l to »r. Bat nnrk, it wiQ be neces- 
te noaui nttarlj' copc—lrii fiom So- 



I tike u> (atlcb, BE w«U u give, a 
^il^i^ JIM Ic mkcn renwrae in the jade." 

^^HMMMeal aad idle; it most not be. ' 
€>—B»3l— • tmim*. vna ai Le Sonnapd's, Icrt < 
HmnA* ^mmM i^fmx n. Bni tint peAapa * 
Siifc.'.i iMh-MMMT. Tht name Rntledge wotitd 
vcnMsA toe iaw«. as much ae tbat of Tfaistle- 
**A^ d»^ iWm> of the ParisiaDs, when Cato- 
>itkK« ««(& Uif' M^c (if the day." 

' ^^ «ft \v* will ioT the present, I am al- 



' Ttil.4' ><M>r am^m. aod then yoa know, oa 
^ I rxptci yon." 
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CHAPtER II. 



The Mordaunts made their appearance at 
the evening promenade ; by the side of Sophia 
was Flornlle, who endeavoured • to entertain 
her with remarks upon her roAe» bonnet, slioes, 
ribandsy 8ic., none of which had. the effect ^ of 
exciting the English girl to conyerse or replj. 

Frenchmen, who are so much at home, at 
their ease, and so truly delightful with females 
of their own nation, that ujliierBtand their light 
badinage, and as light seriousness, are sadly 
awkward in addressing or entertaining females 
of another nation,especially the English, whose 
apathy, whose airs, whose assumed capricen 
they can never fathom nor understand. If they 
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captivate some of our fair countrywomen^ and 
that they do^ the marriage-registers of the 
Mairies of the English quarters at Paris and 
elsewhere can testify, it must be chiefly by the 
magic of their name, the charm of their 
etrangetS, for no.tbing ^cetrtaiji]^ can in general 
be more blank and puerile than their wit, more 
childish than their discourse, nothing more 
unimposing than>their wthol^ mumeir aei eon- 
<irerse, when fascinated by the speU ^9{^o^riJ^m^^ 
'.eiy.ed.blondes. Ev}en themercori^ljI^iBitBjof Ae 
French, so proverbially unexhaiustifalecaimongst 
one another, sink and disapf^ar, xirbfai they 
are among&t us. They seem the nightingalefi 
in the rook's nest, of Quarle's eBo^lems* Hiey 
«tite.so mome, so aombre, so w<eUfbehMed, itbat 
the general verdict passed seems /to be>. that 
.the French are a very grave naticui. 

Another fault, and an impertinent /auU, 
moreover, of the French in cQi;iver$ation, is,- that 
they fisffvy it on by.question rather than by (re- 
mark. They never waste breath in mere un- 
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addressed ^Benpatrara, -and iDate their ootn- 
pamons to answer or tiot» according to liis orto 
her depth trr bmnoan Each idea ts esprees^d 
inlbe form of a denaetd, Itnd "the -mleBt or tiie 
diffident companions are iims infallrbly pat to 
the tortnre of a distressing interrogatory. 

'When PlorviHe had exhairstedaH the visitle 
wardrobe of Sophia^ and when still the con^eip* 
sation did not flow, he asked^ *how many bro* 
there and sistera tAie had? knowing right well 
idready that she had none. Whether ^he had 
had ever any ? Whether her papa had been -a 
knight, and of what order, and whether lie'had 
seen service, orperishedin the champ d^htmnentl 
Whether English ladies wore dimity in *tbe 
morning, -as ^asserted by Lord Byron, and'W%e^ 
iJierthey made a general practice of infanti- 
cide, as declared by-GeneralPillet. Theyoung 
lady stared, nayblushed tit the latter question, 
but the Frenchman, attributing her crimson 
rheek to some other cause, weot on widi liia 
tndechism* 




t *h« luci oerer kncma so enLeitain- 
Tbe oiUT ioMi g Bgi she lud 
e witb, OBoU aot be othcp- 
■•t^ T'UmSle'^ idsu, htmefes, were by ii» 
■BK wt 4kva>mfatc to ber, for the yaimg ofi> 
ir-«oi onlr *»I dnwn bis bride elect as i^(^ 
■■nok;, and iif»tc«k, but declared To himself 
Bi^VMK ponder, ere lie conUi r&eigii tbe 
mpK JidttiiB-vaehditll dnnnfc, evem tliou^ 
■^■tae with « tomUK or some fin^isll 



!- i: - <fj'...tui: li mood the young Prench- 
a»K «»^ vi^irc h} MoDsieui I>eiits, who, &e 
n r-Tfin. .MTf'iin", ftcrrants have sncb amicable 
j£b,. tjiTntHf- "1'v-^t camf to iofoTin itim of Ma- 
i^aic A^ MjiiUtiuai^le Le Konnand's amval. 
jtt, Ue- iw«%. PiorviUe threw his military cap 
a: lu'i. ;'"\'i>^ tlf die was cast, and honied 
^K(il^ ji«aiah. fats beart oFo^owiog with all 
^A^ «aw DIM iircnieTODe thoughts of first love. 
Ikr »Mi^ iwi ^ la SormaudB, aod lo I hia 
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aUcient place was occupied, for my friend Rnt- 
ledge was, with some toil, it is true^ — but 
that wore lighter for him momentarily, acting 
the amiable by the sidq of the fescinating 
Julie. 

'* Ah ! Monsieur Florville/' exclaimed Ma- 
dame La Normand, welcoming him with w)ell- 
feigned surprise, a sentiment that appeared 
less sweetly expressed in his countenance, 
'* introduce our -friend — notre ami le plus nt* 
time. Monsieur Roote,^' and Madame unluckily 
forgot or could not master the name of her 
most intimate friend. 

''' Monsieur is lately arrived in Tours ?" said 
Florville. 

''This day, as well as ourselves,'' replied 
Madame. 

Together no doubt,'' thought Florville. 
Monsieur voyage. Monsieur travels V^ con- 
tinued the interrogating Florville. 

** Fixed for the present at all events," re* 
plied Rutledge, keeping his place adhesively. 



it 



.4t 




I 



*«pwiiri offc««nwil,i— Bifciwifffj- 

It O^afitr." nrnarkrd FlanObw w mb k toW f 

" i am as wgoua, Sv, la be Mhwirri of 

" Bat yoa ooglit to be Mhwatd of baripg 
M^ BMT four &U ceataiifs, duUig ^lich 

time a Knight Templar has not been ofatcdj 
tad *i which tuoe most of your conqievn, if 
not yourself, were deserredly hanged. Yfmr 
monopoly of lt&. Sir, is a JWUBWoe-" 

The riting wnth of R«Uedg« WA* fx^o* 
guiahed in o^y laugh, which vfs M^oed t>; 
the ladies, though somewhat puzjUpdjasd mys- 
tHied by tbt blunder, which lh«y '«R)d4 RlOt 
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tltogetker read. A Kttle explication, hoW'* 
eter, Tastly iisprared tlie serenity of tiie even- 
ing, and at least the apparent %m\tf of the 
ri?al(i. 

FlonriUe cootriv«d soon after to direct hie 
whispered interrogatories to me tonching R«t« 
ledge, and I inferoied him full j, that he was 
hien rtcAe, magnificently extraragant, and a brd 
Af^hd$. As is the case, howerer, in most 
sdMmes of this kind, we found that we had 
e rerdope the matter. Horvitle was too maefa 
piq«ed, and at each blow levelled at his vanity, 
he pecnrred to his more oertaia eonqaest, and 
move inlerested flaaM,tn short, to Sophia. He 
even ioeik vaUying <m diat scofe stoutly, and 
lOBtead of ^rearing peaitenee, he hecame havd- 
ened in Us fickleness, and tqaofce vauntingly 
of being appmoiated elsewhere. This bad nearly 
eo nve t ted ow eomic into a tragic scene-: dis^ 
guise and dissimalation, whether gay #r 80'» 
lemn, wear off in a^ long parley ; aadthepiifne 
jmd passion of bglh Bsrville and Jniie were 
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BBore than once on the poinjt of displaying 
openly, and marring all oar schemes by an 
mognf demmemait. 

Madame Le Normandy however, contriyed 
to turn the conversation adroitly off^ upon the 
scandal of the town of Tours, a fertile and inexr 
hanstible subject, useful in general society, as a 
bed of mud in unsafe harbours^oawbich a vessel 
m^ run aground, and remain firmly moored* 
at the expemse of being surromidod by .filth 
and .turbid waters.. The duel of last week and 
its cause formed an interesting topic of cour 
versation ; the last .economist .and his family, 
arrived, another; and the last milord^ that had 
run from his debts, another — all hebdomadal 
occurrences^ however, that excite little surprise 
and no extraordinary interest. Madstme Le 
Normand, though she had introduced the sub- 
ject, was by no means rich in the stores .of 
knowledge and anecdote necessary for discus- 
sing it; but visitors had in the mean time 
joined and swelled the party, who most will- 
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vingly undertook to discourse gratuitously on 
so delightful a theme. 

Rutledge, like a true cockney, exclaimed 
against this horrid scandal, making at the 
same time the vulgar and common-place allu- 
sion to the tea-table, which drew down upon 
him at once the resentment and assent of every 
dowager presents 

" Really/ observed I, *' the only conversH- 
ition that appearti to me either allowed, possi- 
ble, or worth listening to in mixed society, ts 
scandal.^ 

The one score of hands of two score of 
scandal-mongers were thrown up in horror at 
the delightful assertion. 

'' Come,'* said I, ^' what else shall ladies 
bpeak, or gentlemen either?'' 

" Literature and the belki kttres/* Armly 
cried Miss Pike. 

'' Blue, bide,*' said several voices, sparing 
* me the trouble of the exclamation, and turning 



mf whu of their aamm was not natinally Kt ■ 
toned, ID coDtraipt. 

** Politics and pbikHopfay," said atwdier, - 
«koa mme h^ the courage to second. 

** Ibf »mU. " 

The qvotatiuB of i 



wu uuM^b to aiieace tb« (air »ketchei. And 
all in fibort ag;Feed th^t obwrvauoD of eadi 
ailict'» chanclArs aod bebavioar waa tbe ooly 
le^timate source, and topic of coDTcnatioB. 
" And a rery iutefestiog aad fertile topic 



" Nothing bat the Decesaity of es 
tioQ to tlw dramatist's trade could have made 
him, and after Inm the woild, attribate ma- 
hgaity to the veiy stafle material of all dis- 
co arse." 

" Agreed, agreed, notbiog else." 

" For By put, the beat^atnred and moit 
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6¥6rluiew in VBtf life, tnte kkid ctd 
iHi^ Hved an what motvlfsts iiroiU call 
did. The W6ft6wu and raimng* of otlims 
w«^ tftteiy fbod, tbeir ratcrteit, tiitir joman^ 
Hen, ibtfk Htiiig nor^, of wiKme ptges titiy 
were never sated — ^nay, eteti wheo their tofigae 
was cruel, and might seem malignant, their 
hearts were tender, and commiserated the very 
wretches whom they lacerated." 

All seemed struck, nay, affected by this 
appeal in favour of the calumniated class of 
gossips, those most innocent even of village 
inhabitants. And I have no doubt, that, had 
it been decorous, I should have had a vote of 
thanks decreed to me from the assembled 
damosels and dowagers of Tours, and other 
such sweet, picturesque emporiums of small 
talk and small fortunes. 

Meanwhile Florville had made his indignant 
escape, in doubt whether he should run Rut* 
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CHAPTER III. 



'' Well, Dennis, mon brave, what news ?" 
demanded Rutledge eagerly of the courier on 
the following day. 

• *' Ah! fire que jamais, worse than ever/' re- 
plied the dandy senring-man ; '' c*est une affaire 
arrangie, it is all settled. Monsieur Le Capittdne 
has been with Madame Mordaunt to d^jeftne, 
and with a countenance most matrimonial/' 

'' What kind of a countenance is that, 
Dennis r 

'' All as one. Sir, as ifva body was going to 
be hanged." 

''Well said. Monsieur Pat: But have you 
no other grounds ?'' . . 

o 




Donr," exclaimed Berioosl; 

hU op«n hand afHm hia embroidered breast, 

" you lamy depend spon my remcity." . 

" Ob," sitid w«, with mj Lord Buke, tu the 
fftrce, " tlMra is mt> mom for finthec diMibt" — 
" SerMwly oot," sdded I, " we most have re- 
co«t«e. if tuM is yet left, to the rest of our 
Btrstag^m," 

" 1 4rt*i th« ittffnpt," said Rstledge, " it 
IK re«lly too much for me. I shall sever be 
^tf l« ^ (htou^h with it. With ay dight 
Vrt^%4M^ <*( French, Sophia's thortnigh 
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k&oif ledge of oie, it will be impoanble to eA* 
cape detection in this disguise/' 

'' Nay, yoQ know far moie of French than 
she does ; the concealment may be ooBiptete^ 
yoar visit short and .to the purpose, and I will 
always be at hand to aid and bear you out* 
Sophia, in shorty is, as you say, taken not with 
FlonriUe, but with the Frenchman, and as 
rank and title in sach light chimeras as these 
must have considerable weight in the badance, 
you shall be French, and not a aoare lieute- 
nant, but a Colonel, and a Count to boot. 
She must be right weH and stKldeoly eured of 
her foragn mania, if dhe can vemst aU that; 
It will at any rate make her wa^er, and allow 
time for these absurd whimtf to evaporate. At 
all events, you have but Co ebooae between liiis 
and shooting Florriile. By^n if discovered; 
what can ensue, beyond a kagh V 
•' — , but I should look soiidieuloue/' 
''As many a wiser matt did before you. 

o 2 
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Consenty ex I gi?e yoa up, as yon do Sopbm, 

firom pngJlUnifnity** 

'^ Wdl, be it so. Bat if Florville abottld 
come upon us ?" 

''That is the only danger. But betwixt 
me and Dennis, it is 8trange> if his motions are 
not better obsenred/' 

" Moi umI^ said Dennis, " I will alone an- 
swer for directing him as far out of the way as 
you can wish, at certain hours. For I am hia 
Tery index, his confidant." 

"What! and ours too r' 

** Mais <mi — his at vingt sous, yours at vi$igt 
/tvres— those great inequalities are so recon- 
cileable to the conscience.'' 

And you have a coDscience, Dennis?'' 
Mafoi, sije n'en avoispas — if I had none, 
you would feel it, maisessayer, try me.'' And 
as Rutledge again touched the courier's hand, 
the latter, like a generous physician, returned, 
as '' stufF o' the conscience," half his fee. 
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He had scarcely departed when Florville 
came up, and greeted us amicably, asking 
Rutledge, " how was the pretty Julie T* 

** Triste enough, when we last saw her,'* was 
my volunteered reply, as evidently my friend's 
rivalry on the preceding evening had been 
pushed too far, 

.^ Tritte/* repeated the young Frenchman, 
demolishing betwixt his teeth the nail of his 
forefinger, **how is thatt" 

A shrug was the best reply of both of us. 
. " I thought she seemed the gayest of the 
gay in your company. Monsieur. Did you 
not think her so l** 

A shrug again came to Rutledge's relief 

''What Jesuits you other English are in 
affairs of gallantry — bauche fermee, bourse 
pieine, closed mouth, full purse, is your device. 
But why should I press you — ^it is now too 
late." 

" I hope not. Sir,'' said Rutledge, imitating 
his rival in the demolition of a nail. 



" Et pom^am. wfay ?" said, vbA alared Plor- 

«ille. 

" I (Inn'L know," replied th« confused Rot- 
Icdge. 

" What a droll gallnnt to hare eaptivated 
Julie," muttered Florville, who attributed my 
TrieDd'a perplexity to bitite. 

" Well, Florrille, I wifth jon joif," said I. 

"Wish me confuBion ralhet," 

" Nay, that you seem to hare. But why, 
have you failed?". 

"You know the malter then. No, not 
failed, rather the contrary. But etiil, I can- 
not reBolve — at once — sacreb/eu, if you know 
how I am tortured. I'll excaite myself, and 
join my regiment at Blois for a day, and see 
what cool reflection shall decide." 

"All this is an enigma to us, my good 
fellow." 

" So let it rest, bonjour." And away walk- 
ed poor Florrille, embarrassed hj the success 
of his amiability. 
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'' Now if he bold to tfait roioliitioii it ^ most 
seasonable/' . 

" ]^ris pour naus^ the very thing for ua^" 
And 80 we parted. 

Flonrille, aa he had threatened, tnmed hit 
horse's head to Blois, to seek advice> as he 
promised himself openIy> from bis ^wn 
thoughts, as he promised himself less openly 
from time, and, as he did not at all promise 
himself, from his comrades, whose raillery 
was most Ukely to baye in6aen^ upon him^ 
I know not, from my soul, how the officers of 
a French regiment tontriye to kill time. They 
are no martinets, and discipline bangs as loose 
on them as do theic uniforms. Drink they' do 
not, and few of them know half so well as our 
subalterns the difference between plain Me^ 
doc and first rate Le&tte. They have neither 
race-horses, game-cocks, nor bull^dogs, on 
which to stake a month's pay ; and sare do* 
mines, or in superlattye good quarters, bil« 
liards, they hare games neiUier of skill nor 
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cfaance. They are either andi emutUlt, or else 
taken for granted to be so, that chateaus and 
Rociety around, empty aa are the first, and 
scant aa is the latter, are quite preservnfag;ainBt 
their admittance. And bow, in short, tbey do 
cootrive to live, would be qtnte beyond tin J 
conception of any of our military dandies. 

They are, bowerer, a grown and good-na* j 
tared race of schoolboys, brethren and com- J 
radcG in erery sense of the word, without any 
of the cat-o'-oioe taiU' auaterity of our fields J 
officers when addressing an inferior in rank. 
Tlien hare they no Tying in coxcombry or ex- 
pense, in nought, in fact, save address at their 
weapon, and forwardness in the field. 

Florrille's regimeot wascomposed chie6y of 
boys at and under his offn age, save one or two 
gray-haired reterans, who in despite of thm 
laorelB, crosses, and having seen Ansterhtz and 
Eylaa, still held their commissions by a discreet 
zeal for the restored dynasty, and by carefully 
attaching the order of the lis to their breastby 
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the side of that of the legion of hcmour. But 
those seniors mingled little with their juvenile 
comrades, who thronged around Florville» and 
by a mixture of raillery and perseverance^ soon 
made common property of the weighty se- 
crets, that pressed upon his mind. . But what 
resolution or step they urged him to, lies 
farther on in our narration, 
t Whilst he is bent upon his journey, the 
reader's humble servant assumed the liberty of 
dropping in upon the Mordaunts in the even^ 
ingi accompanied by no less a personage than 
die General Count St. Aubin. That both i 
and my friend were welcome to ladies, one, of 
whom at least had no two desires on eai^ 
greater than to know a French Count,^ and to 
speak with a French General, need not be told. 
Nay, the civilities paid to me on the score of 
gratitude were even greater than those with 
which the Count was honoured. He moreover 
was a reserved and silent personage, not very 
entertaining. I whispered, unless it was his 

o 3 
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famoaar; but tlien he bad seen service, bad \ 
been of the Impertil gtisrd. wa& at tbe Pyrw- J 
aids, mt Mosaow, Waterloo, and all die wo 
«v*r. Yet was he youog, and tbe gloE 
Utckaess of his muslacbio unsilvered. That ] 
part of bis visage spoke for itself, and indeed I 
for other feattuea which it concealed, and it | 
was certainly formidable. 

Soi^ia'a cheek was flushed with pleasurt 
her good niotbet'a with scarcely less; and 
while th^ fettsted their eyes with fuFtive ' 
glances at the bero, they prepared their ears 
for marrel and tales of bloodshed. Desde- 
mona never did ber ear iacline more serteusly^ 
than did Sophia. But sometime in vain, for 
^e General, with all tbe perils he had encoun- 
tered, seemed as modeat and diffideat as one 
oa who«e lip bo mustachio could Sourish. 

At length the young lady, lik« most youog 
ladies, resolved to coaie to the point of interest 
%.t once, and boldly asked the distinguished 
vUiter, " if he had known B(U)aparte?" 
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'' Oai,*^ respondad /tfaii genera}, with an in^ 
Arm intonation that made me tremble. 
** And spoken with him ?" 
The second '* Oui,^* in reply to thi0^ was 
firmer and promised better. And at length it 
came out boldly that he was aid-de*camp, &c 
But still it would not do. The General would 
not launch forth, would not liarrate, began t^ 
gaze upon the young lady most fixedly and 
dully, and his tongue seemed at each reply tQ 
acquire fresh reluctance to exercise. 

This excessive ill behariour on the part of 
my lion nettled me sorely ; and I was resolved 
to have my revenge, abandon my scheme, and 
at the same time afford us both a pretext for 
immediate escape, as I saw no chance of any 
good coming of the General's longer stay. Ia 
one of the lapses of my companion's stupidity, 
and silence, I therefore took the opportunity 
of observing to Miss Mordaunt, that my friend 
was ill at ease, thereby offering an implied ex- 
ouse for his dullness; that being an old cam- 



paigBcr, be wu nightly accaEtomed tQ hi* 
pip«, (lie want of wKich afflicted him with a 
headache, vertigo, and a variety of complaints, 
and which theiefote we were under the imme- 
diate Decessity of retiring to seek at some eila- 
mutt lesB elegant than ladies' apartments. 

The looks of the General during this speech 
of mine did not refrain from denouncing 
nnch both of surprise and diEpleasure. Bat 
there was no gainsaying so plausible, and in- 
deed eo necessary a tale. We therefore rose 
simuUaneoiisly to depart. But here we were 
unexpectedly discomfited. The ladies would 
not permit of our departure, nor admit the ex- 
cuse — a Count and a General leave their hoOse, 
forsooth, for want of the soldierlike and notua- 
gentlemaoly solace of a pipe! — They did not 
smoke— so they thought fit to assert. But to 
the odoni of tobacco they had no objection, 
not in the least, — on the contrary, rather a 
predilection — they would procure the weed 
and the pipe— we must sit still — it could be 
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got in an instant — it was not the lea#t incon'* 

renience — Mr« Mordaunt smoked. In short 

stay we must, and smoke we most.* 

' I shall never forget the piteous look which 

my companion cast on me. My friend Rut- 

ledge, for he was no other, had, I knew, an lib- 

solute horror of tobacco in any shape,. and 
three whiffs would most probably put the old 

campaigner, as I had announced hini, sick^ and 
most unamiably under the table. Howerer^ 
though not without participating in his per- 
plexity, I was somewhat amused by the me- 
rited vengeance which I had inflicted without 
meditating. 

• After some time Dennis walked in with the 
pipes and their provender, placing one, with 
the most knavish expression of countenapce, 
apt to the visitor's hand. That personage pre- 
ferred a segar, which, upon trial, he found .he 
could not light, whether it was from will, or 
unskilfulness, or both, I leave the reader to 
determine. The ladies were in painj lest their 



3n « wKsi 

Mfvmaikt eot please ihe raoowned personage] 
A* Mid pcnoBt^ ia tgony apon a (faonsand 
i,tK>t ibe tnst of ■rhkh was the simple 
w of coaautting sach a musaiice in the 
vof UMfair; ihenhia dreaded sickness, 
r of gmllaat wbkh he came to a*- 
MBB, flo ill istoitiQg with the hsbiu of die 
«U eaapa^oer. all pcit RuUedge into such 
pMptnity, (bat the ooly approach be could 
■ake towanUeojoj-mentofthe luxnrioas tve«d, 
««s tb« ctRonutaace of burning his fingers. 

A tboi^t, however, that I wonder did not 
bHbre occur to as, here came to our relief. 
The Genenl, I betbongbt me, had been for 
soaw time prisoner in England, and spoke our 
lu^nage, tfaongh with difficulty and a foreign 
accent, a circumstance tbat would no donbt 
render him more intelli^ble and agreeable to 
die ladies. I mentioned forthwith the disco- 
very, which appeared so happy to the General, 
tbat he flung down bis pipe, and poured forth 
at oace a nricty of hitherto sappressed com- 
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pltments in Englirii exaggeratedly broken. Mm. 

Mordaunt protested she understood Freaeh 
perfectly, and that there was no occasion for 

putting the General to such trouble. But the 
trouble was decidedly a pleasure. So the pipes 

{>a6sed to their deserted oblivion^ and the 
conversation revived, or rather, indeed, com- 
menoed. 

We had at last touched upon the right vein, 
and nought could be more fluent or fascinating 
than the flow of the General's talk ; somewhat 
flighty in its excursions from Moscow to 
Madrid, and flighty perhaps in the other and 
Munchausen signification of the word, but 
still all was in due keeping, gravity, and dis- 
guise, so that the credulity of the fair listeners 
was not once over-charged nor their suspicions 
once alarmed. They were deUghted in the ex- 
treme, and Sophia Mordaunt forgot all her 
English reserve in her eagerness to satisfy her 
curiosity by questioning so interesting and so 
valiant a personage. Success could not smile 
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I OiBC St. Ariia tail U« lenc of Ik 
■ill .<>» 
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DuRiNGFloryille*8opportuneabsence^ which 
by the by was ill construed by the English ob- 
ject of his TOWS, however he had pleaded ne- 
cessity for it, the General Count St. Aubin did 
not fail a single evening in his visits ; nor did 
the Mordaunts fail to be at home. It was un- 
lucky that he was so averse to promenade and 
soiree; but this, though churlish, suited well 
with his heroic character. The evening was 
his only time of going forth, as for particular 
reasons he avoided scrutiny by day ; bi^t then 
the twilight hour was most, favourable to the 
impression that he sought to make. Of hit 



■dacitT M» domiA. wxi entertsiaed. Dennu 
hai cf^ tW hoUBMX and katdces^ to assert, 
Ihai k kad HI itil nkder him, and s\ adiy vould 
iMeiyaMiaqsetBgmin under so dis tin gut shed 
*9tmmmadtt. latterly too, in despite of bis 
aaBBBches* he mvi not wsntiDg in tlie pft- 
4mIk, aiv J LftjUi i L in wnsibility, as he took 
•fyartHilKSflf mMSig. Hems bood stnck 
«ilk Ac mmmti,AK bmitj, and the anuability 
^SEm M/atimmXi Uid it became manifest to 
I, that the rorniflr 
, of the General Coont 

Meactine the pntty Jolie was in despair at 
tb« abai^iUBeDt both of her real and her pre* 
tswicd loTVf. Piide or ja^X resentment could 
■Dt cone tk> ker relief; for she had joslly rae- 
ittad the coadaci of Flotrille by all the co- 
^metrj aad caprice, with which the air of a 
■cbopotis tnepires yoang ladies. Nor had the 
I attached biraself to tba 
e Englishwaaan, natil tbt 
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wfaims of Julie, the alternate hot and odld fi^ 
of that tertian^ a woman's humour, had really 
driven him for consolation^ amusement, and 
even self-respect, elsewhere. Having come, 
however, to the comparative solitude of the 
country and to her senses at the same time, 
she was anxious to make every reparation to 
her injured admirer, and to herself internal pn>- 
mises of the most reserved conduct. Jn de- 
spite of this resolve, it is true, she could not 
refrain from some flirtation, as we have seen, 
with Rutledge ; but still, it was with the beirt 
and most innocent intention, vain and unludcy 
as it had proved. 

Affairs being in this sl^te, Florville returned 
Axhh Blois, his ideas ten times more worldly 
than when he had set forth. The company of 
due's own sex, whatever that may be, is sure 
to increase our selfishness hourly, whilst con- 
Tsrse with a different sex, is sure to have the 
opposite eflect. There is always a meafi 
mahry, an affectation of cunning, and coMo- 



f—<f^^whiiMl o»«nk H,brtwixt maW, 
W WiMBt fcada who hai exchuiTdy togc- 
^B^mJ ^JA ihray fawa the afrit it corps 
^ mA iMxiBe*. Look at schooIboTS, sol- 
fcw J<Miii.li Km I iHnih. mil jiiiii win 



ibttaBvaal,naniHe ictwiked ftom his 
trnvritak faif^ ecctMHlyiRUi a Iiigfoef com- 
pMMi<* iitB «f ■oBcjr Ofcr lore, than tfae sort 
•f ti^BC* ^lA ImA ceatasting prinoides 
hrtlMhB^^CRkiisdeFutBn- The a^ 
«aet ■■ ta^Ktfmmte, «Ud be professed to 
havv fone to seek froaa teAection, proved to be 
Aac fe dnaU Bainr Sopliia Mordaimt and 
poasc^ hiHsctf of kcT Ibrtaiie witbont loes of 
(■H^ « s^ost b e st ow iag a thou^t od Jidie, 
vki had the oapegtinmcc to be at once poor 
aad a coqpette. S«^ was the lesohitiMi with 
sUdi Ac yomg officer le^^ntered Tom^ 

PlovriDe was a confident youth, hke Bnnj 
youths and most Fkeochmeii, and accordingly 
stepped np the Mordaanta* stair without any 
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misgivings as to the probability of success, pr 
the least suspicion of the revolution which had 
taken place during his absence. The first sa- 
lute, which he received from the fair Sophia, 
was a cry of surprise, which indicated, that, 
whether welcome or not, his coming was not 
expected, not looked for, and therefore might 
whisper jealousy, not very ardently hoped for.. 
But Florville, not being in love, was not so 
readily jealous. Miss Mordaunt's first coldness 
and carelessness of manner also, he attributed 
to bitise, the stupidity before observed ; but 
before he took his leave he began to perceive 
somewhat more than usual, something that re- 
quired another cause. He departed somewhat 
abruptly, scarcely venturing aayet to shew re- 
sentment. It might be a momentary whim, a 
woman's humour. It was sufficient, however, 
to make him feel awkward and uneasy respect- 
ing the promised thousands. 

It was evening, Dennis watched the young 
Frencji spark to his home, and reporting him 



w 

•erika^ thcC««MM4ibeGtMnlkick«4 
Ikr WiB. TWw M—fci fct « dcdiMion; 
til ippc t WicM. ftolitiM, mdet, sad tender- 
n^M Jmr ih Hb w p inb : aad bovit coold bave 
bc«a rti— pf*. for that wu the General's per- 
pleiitv. tewaeJ beroad hw siiB — ^wben one* 
again norrille entered. 

Unable to sapport the freeli sHspense into 
which he had been thrown, he harried back to 
mitke himself more cnre, and found m the shape 
<if the General Count St. Aabin a more sab- 
^tftntiiit proof of his disgrace, thas he eoiHd 
hft** expected. Luckily for Rutledge the 
NV-flnc Wnchman lost at once his temper, raid 
^-^ >rt« t«nper his discernment. He eyed his 
^^.j,^ v**iw with a glance, which the General, 
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most imhero-Iike, shrank from. The twilight, 
like ft seven-fold shield, warded off all danger 
of detection. The impatient Florville in a lit- 
tle time began to wield his interrogatory, and 
soon extracted the name, rank, and title of the 
strange visitor from Miss Mordannt. He knew 
no such General, and no such Count, a remark 
to which Sophia's smile replied, that it was 
very probable. He then attacked the General's 
self, who, for the benefit of the ladies, replied 
the little that he did reply, in the same broken 
English, that he had hitherto found so conve- 
nient. 

There was a skirmish of some ten minutes, 
very nervous to me, who -was a looker on, not 
unimplicated. The General was sadly defi- 
cient in the military knowledge, that of corps, 
acquaintance with garrisons and officers, 8cc. all 
of which was familiar to FIorviHe. But tjien 
the veteran pleaded being of the old, not of the 
new army, and covered well his ignorance with 
contempt of all that savoured of the new re- 
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gime. This was a new caoie of qnarreU for 
Flonrille as garde-du-corpst was ultra id iht 
point of his sword. He accused the General 
at length boldly, though politely, of not being 
a Frenchman, either in sentiment or tongiie. 
Rntledge, who was not aware what a terrible 
insult the assertion of '' Tu fCe$ pat Ihmfoii,'* 
is in France, replied calmly, as had been pre- 
concerted, that he was Alsacier, and that his 
tongue might therefore somewhat smack of 
provincialism. But that, en revanche, the beauty 
of his estates on the Rhine so far excelled those 
of the flatter and purer tongued provinces of 
France, that their romance at least recompensed 
their patois. If this excuse did not satisfy 
Florville, it certainly did Sophia, whose ima- 
gination immediately took its flight between 
the lovely banks of the Rhine, and revelled 
amongst its scenery and castles. 

" Monsieur Le Comte, then, speaks German, 
without doubt?" 

" Every dialect of it," replied I boldly for 
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my qaakihg friend ; '' have you ever read 
Faustus, Miss Mordaunt?'' 

"No; but I should like to read it of all 
things. It was my intention, my serious in- 
tention, to have a G^man master, and — *' 

Here FlorviUe spoke some Deutsch gib- 
berish at the Rhenish Count, who was too 
much occupied with Miss Mordaunt's an- 
nounced intentions to have any attention for 
the impertinent Lieutenant. 

''And learn it of course,'' said I; 'Uhough 
that does not always follow/' ^ 

Florville reiterated his gibberish, to which 
the Count offering no ' intelligence, I was 
obliged to say, that '' the only German dialect 
my friend did not understand was the Pa- 
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nsian. 



This turned the spark's resentment upon me. 
He assured me, he had himself taken lessons 
from a noble, a Count of the Holy Roman em- 
pire, and more certainly one than many who 
fidsely pretended to the title. 



314 A WEEK 

At this insult all eyes were turned towards 
the Count, who sate as phlegmatic as could 
have become his adopted country, not deigning 
to notice the insinuati<m of the pert subaltern. 
The ladies were not so forbearant ; the elder 
expressed her hopes that such a breach of good 
breeding would not be repeated, and the 
younger looked a reproof ten times more cut* 
ting. Nought was left to Flonrille, save 
retreat; which at length he made, casting 
indignant glances, and muttering indignant 
expressions against the General Count St. 
Aubin, and me^ his ally. 

No sooner had he departed once more^ than 
Monsieur Denis was summoned, and the imn 
pertinent Dennis entered exclaiming in a fa* 
miliar tone, 

*' Je sais bien, Mesdames, ce que votuvoulez avec 
fnoi — I know very well, ladies, what you want 
with me." 

'* Eh bien, Denise, ce que c'est que we 
want with ye," asked Mrs. Mordaunt^ 
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putting ta the proof the couiier^s inge- 
nuity. 

'' Tis that ye are not at home for Lieutenant, 
now that the Geparara come to quarters." 

" Fie> fie, go about your buBtness/' 

''Jen'aipas d'affaires I hare no businesi/' 

*^ Allez Yous ongy Denise." 

''Nor Madame> nor Mademoiselle are at 
home then to Monsieur Flonrille/' 

*' No, Denise, that is it exactly," 

"Then, fy could you not tell at vonce?'* 
cried Dennis, closing the door in a most un- 
domestic manner. 

" Really, French servants are so rude,'' ob- 
serred Mrs. Mordaunt. 

And at the moment I perceived that all the 
smothered Englishman in Rutledge had risen 
to crimson his fiice, and to trouble him with 
an almost irresistible desire to kick Mister 
Dennis down stairs ; but prudence, patience, 
and German phlegm preyailed; Haying seen 
my friend so far and fairly out of the danger 

p 2 
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whidi threatened, and eo fully in favour wiibi 
the d&mes upon whose will his happineas de-t 
peodcd, I resolred to leare him to make the 
be«t of the adranlages in bis power, t there-f 
fore also took my departure. 

I was in a right good humour, and wended 
ny way homeward, laughing, interoally at 
least, if not aloud, at the success of our ad- 
Tenture, and by the light of as lovely a moon 
U CTer sili-ered the Loire. I certainly thought 
little upon stileta, ambushes, and such Italian 
adTentures, when the shadow of a figure, that 
was evidently lurking in expectation of my 
coming, behind the corner of a street in shade, 
advanced, and recalled me at once to suspicion 
and defence. It was no other than my friend 
the garde-du-corps, and he seemed considera- 
bly disappointed at uiy uol being accompanied 
by my noble and military acquaintance. 
" What ! Florville, you turned bravo ?" 
"Ay, any thing for vengeance. Where is 
this pseudo Count of your creation?" 
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'' With the ladies, I suppose. But why, my 
creation ? I am neither count, nor king maker, 
neither Napoleon, nor an Austrian Ceesar. But 
come, Florville, be romantic, if you will^ but 
cool, and lei us take a moonlight stroll by the 
Loire/* 

"This Count must fight me to-morrow." 

" Unless the inequality of his rank and 
yours^ which weighs you know with those Holy 
Roman nobles, should stand in the way, I am 
sure^ he will have no objection." 

*' Rank !" and the impatience of Florville 
denied him the utterance of aught save 
oaths — ''rank ! I will unmask the im- 
postor; I will expose him in the public 
place:' 

*' All I hope is, that he may prove an amena- 
ble monster." 

"I see how it is. Ye are jealous that I 
captivate one of your cauntrywomen." 

" Me ! I care not, Florville^ if all womankind 
were dying for love of thee. Nay, I would 
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wish the rest of mankind joy, and bless thee 
for thy benevolence." 

" You are angry, that 1 should carry off the 
fortune of Miss Mordannt." 

" A little or BO, supposing at the same time 
that you cared not for her." 

" Why, what is that to the purpose ?" 

" The happiness of a countrywoman." l 

" And 8o from this disinterested patriotism ' 
you have dressed up a Count to rival me." 

" And if he rival thee by the mere name of 
Count, of what depth are the affections of thy 
fair one 2" 

" Deep enough for me, sacre, I will teach 
those who have meddled." 

" Nothing, ray good fellow, remains to teach, 
on your part at least ; and as little now, I be- 
lieve, to learn. I thought, in Paris, that you 
were attached to Julie Le Normand." 

"Thereagain,venjre&/eu, Ifindanotherfriend 
of yours installed. Do you keep friends. Sir, 
for folk's annoyance V 
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'* V faith, Florville, a great deal oftener for 
my own. But you say true. There is Rut- 
ledge, rivalling you with Julie — why not chal- 
lengehim?*' 

. ** Why not, indeed, — as if it were not my in- 
tention. I. will have wide revenge. Vengeance 
on all sides of me, T will run both through. 
Count and gentleman ." 

" And marry, \ hope, both the charmers, by 
way of compensation." 

^ I should like it of all thing»^the person 
of one, and the fortune of the other — ^but that 
would never do." 

''Would it not? Nay then, you must choose, 
Florville. Look, how beautifully the moon 
sleeps upon that water, it^ waving line of light, 
andithose old trees, like dozing sentinels, around 
that fine old chateau, yet stirring themselves 
lightly betimes, as if to intimate their watch. 
This tattling town is quiet, and all eyes, save 
those which love keeps waking, are closed. 
What an hour &c." The reader may con* 
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eora uiotfaer pa([c full of this aonseose, which 
■ie««ttbeieB» feoondcd very well, I assure him, 
by moo[l]^gbt, on the Loire. 

In coDtinoaQce I grew far more sentimental, 
than I dare do apoD paper. Florville was touched. 
I told him the story of my first lore, and a most 
baseless etory it was, from begianiDg to end — - 
•beer taveotioii,wilhoat truth, but with pathos, 
which is erer more to the purpose. Poor Flor- 
TiUe, he ejaculated the name of Julie. I begged 
his coufidence ; and be told me, warm and ge- 
nerous youth, all that I knew before ; which 
I, equally warm and sympathetic friend, heard 
without a murmur. 

" And can you sacrifice love to gold V asked 
I, in the moon-light. 

■ " No, no," exclaimed Florville, striking his 
clenched hand against his forehead. " No, 
Julie, another's will 1 never be." 

"And the Ckmnt?" 

" Peste, let him take her and her gui- 
neas." 
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The latter declaration and disinterested reso 
lution came the tardiest. But it was final and 
sincere. \ 

"AndRutledge?" 

''I'll tear the buttons from my foils this 
night for him.*' 

'* Nay, but this is the effervescence of the 
moment. Self will return with the morrow." 

" If it doth— may this hilt," and Flonrille 
grasped his sword, " fall from the dishonoured 
liand that holds it." 

" Bravely said, Florville. But I must home 
to bed." 

" Stay but an hour longer, my dear fellow." 

" Not an instant. I am neither ghost nor 
lover, to live on the midnight air. Good night." 

'' Good, night," and his parting grasp was 
worthy of the most sworn brothers in the days 
of chivalry. 



p3 




CtMBit wttb SopUa took as mtereetii^ a turn, 
as the tngcnnity of the former coald briDg 
aboat. Botits success wa^ not so full as his 
expectations ; the admiratioo of the Englisli 
damsel for her foreign admirers whether garde- 
dm^twfK or Genwal, seemed not to go farther 
tlian -n^ty and a lore of flirtation. Serions 
hints she ■ co rn e d either to aroid or play with, 
and the General found, to his iotemal delight, 
that if either he himself or the young garde-du- 
nrps had succeeded in gaining the hand of the 
lady, it should be by that system of peraever- 



rx 



A WEEK AT TOURS. 323 

ance^ which, can always force a weak girl to es- 
pouse whomsoever she has once tolerated. 

With joy Rutkdge conunimicated this dis^ 
covery tome on the following morning ; and 
I9 for my part, did not want news equally agree«- 
able to him. I told him of Fiorville^s^ ambus- 
cade, and the sentimental scene on the banks 
of the Loire in which it had ended. My friend 
was as. grateful as he was amused. Bat still 
how to bring about an advantageous demeuemetU 
remained a difficulty. Florville*s determination 
to quarrel with Rutledge seemed to offer means 
of proving openly where his attachment was 
fixed, and this might be turned to advantage. 
The Oenenl Count St. Aubintoo still remained 
in reserve to punish Sophia, if naught remained 
but to punish her. But notwithstanding Rut- 
ledge's confidence, I still dreaded tbattiie pre«> 
dilections of the capricious maiden had been 
more firmly turned towards the gay young 
gard^-du-corpt than he imagined. 

While thus communing, the arrival of a de- 
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fiant epistle from Florville, written evidently, 
from the high and heated tone of it, on the 
preceding night immediately after the determi- 
nation taken, wae delivered to Rutledge, and 
fulfilled for U3 the chief point of what we were 
supposing. It commanded the immediate ces- 
sioD of all pretensioDSj else vengeaace the most 
speedy and hyperbolical was denounced, and 
a, meeting for that purpose instaotly requested. 
This was addressed to Monsieur Root, who laid 
up the document with care, and in answer re- 
ferred Florville of course to me, his friend, for 
all arrangements or explanations. His next 
step was to call on the Le Normands, to make 
the despairing Julie happy by adisplay of what 
menaces and perils he causelessly incurred on 
her account, to expostulate with her in mock 
seriousness on the danger of such charms, and 
to ask her advice as to what conduct he was 
to pursue. Poor Julie was amazed, confused, 
delighted, knew not what to say, but depre- 
cated a duel — bad the highest esteem forMoa- 
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sieur Root, but hoped he would not expose his 
own life, as well as that of another, for nothing. 
She was confusedly happy, and would have 
been rendered completely so, had not that ma- 
licious sprite, which never allows good luck to 
come without alloy, so ordered it, that Flor- 
yille at the instant came, besought admittance, 
and was denied. 

More hurt and exasperated at this, the angry 
Lieutenant sojught me out, and poured forth at 
once a torrent of voluble complaints against 
fortune, me, the world, the English, and wo- 
mankind. 

"What can have crossed you, Florville," 
said I, ** if you hold to the honourable resolu- 
tion of last night.'* '«^ 

" I have been deceived, tricked every way, 
and nothing is left me but revenge* Hath this 
Root appointed an hour of meeting ? And this 
Count or Baron, I must look to him also." 

" Him too ? then you still hanker after the 
guineas?'' 




and boDovr id pecmiiii; matten being as much 
the characlenetic of the youig Freacb, as the 
rfTT conlrwy is of tbe greater part of the 
wnnK Eflgiieh. Howerer, the gay Flonrilk 
wnK Mn fxcppUon, tod in some of the dbgipa- 
in^m <4 the niMrapolis, he had beeo into some 
»o«»<»«. thf co»equenceB of which might mar 
.■.vnhiiiwfwHWeineiit in his profession. Those 
^^^„v»^^MH.■m^ together with the nnkindneBs 
,, V«*\ >«*^ oVtiken hi* resolution. And his 
w.v^-**< ** ^' ,t***<*'««y **' '"**'''= against the 
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gallant St. Aabin, than even against Monsieur 
Root. 

Who should make his appearance at the 
moment but Monsieur Root himself! And the 

Lieutenant's amicable conversation with me 
was immediately turned to an angry expostu- 
lation with my friend. Rutledge was all sua- 
vity in reply ^ he had no objection to the hos- 
tile meeting, but proposed as a more amicable 
adjustment, to refer the difference to the deci- 
sion of the fair Julie. Flonrille, however, still 
blustered, being still irresolute. I pressed 
him, on perceiving this, and accused him of 
duplicity, as well as heartlessness ; and he 
defended himself by saying, that he would 
willingly abandon his pretensions to Miss 
Mordaunt, but such a step would seem forced 
on him by the Count St. Aubin, whom he would 
thus seem to dread or to yield to. A previous 
meeting or explication with him became the 
necessary preliminary to any step. There was 
some reason in this. And some consultatory 
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- Com. nonraa,* aiM I. * v«« b«e t>Mtt 

tnnk Willi fov. Mwnnw Boot Wn u na 
oAmt Otut the Geond CmM Sc Adiia.* 
•^ ^A &dl .' do yov Huak I an a fool--'' 

* I ln«« it honour to Mvsn yos, that I un 
AlMCMr, S«it, Bod dal mj cbatean oo de 
IUi»»»— ■' 

* MmH a mm te cAtei, crcrf my nicked i 
■*';A w-)i\ , tHv good Monsieur Le Comte Root 

Si. Anhin, to wbat purpose all this moquerie 
oi m4>. Hn<i trmestiisemait of yourself. Think 
\'^i>, ] «m fi fit subject ?" 

Vfinvn^nr Root, as you call him, Flomlle," 
v^vi 1. ' « the AHcisnt and accepted lover of 
V'vx Mvi<>4*nnl, come on purpose to reclaim 
S' '\Vrt ^^^«^■ l«sci nations." 

1 V **n-«*l ? — make me sure of that, — the 
v^-^'#ti|. w»M< HM, not a new, and I am satis- 
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'' And Mademoiselle Le Normand, is he the 
ancient lover there too, ha V* 
" No, i* fidth, a very recent and a very false 



one.** 
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This is something/' said Florville, taking 
a satisfactory pinch of snuff. '* And so the 
Count St. Aubin has become the rival of both 
Messieurs Florville and Root — it is a vaudeville 
parfaite. But aliens, what more? Tell me 
thus much — ^how far has the Count been suc- 
cessful near Miss Sophie V 

** Nothing express, the tenderest of re- 
ception, the warmest of grasps, every thing 
that could fan hope, and bid affection 
live." 

** The same story exactly I could tell. I 
wish you joy of her. I give her up. She is 
6&e, and coquette, two characters I never met 
united before — ^but ye English are all prodi- 
gies.'* 

*' Wit and worth, if misunderstood, what are 
they but bitise?" said Rutledge. 
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" Well, OS 50a wish, chacun a son go&t. I 
will »isit Julie, and if — " 

" Xay, no ifii; I promise for her, as for all 
that has been said. But, Florville, before we 
put, I have mentioaed to my friend here, your 
friend too, 1 trust, what you mentioaed to me. 
He is a monied rascal, and might unjewishly 
convenience you." 

*' Nay, a year would be sufElcient for me to 
repay iu" 

" How much mi^ht it be V 

" It t> much." — J^^B 

" N&y — is it five hundred louis?" 

" Five hundred francs — more — double the 



*' A thousand francs only, — and a good fel- 
low's peace at stake for such a sum ! My dear 
fellow, you shall have it in one second," 

The astonishment of poor Florville was as 
great as his pleasure. With a heart, on which 
nought no longer weighed to depress its natu- 
ral buoyancy, he hurried, and found that part 
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of our aasertionB, which most concerned him, 
trae» 

Rutledge and myself waited the auspicious 
hour of erening. And then the General Count 
St. Aubin hastened to visit the Mordaunts. 
Half an hour's space of the usual conversation 
ensued^ of la belle France, and its lovely vine- 
yard ; of the Rhine, its castles ; Italy, its ruins 
and olives; in short of all the delights of the 
Continent ; we forgot not to speak of Blois, of 
Florville's regiment, and Florville himself. 
And, in truth, Sophia seemed curious to hear 
respecting him, yet not anxious — ^there was no 
agitated nerve, nor checked respiration, at- 
tending her questions. It was cold curiosity. 
Anon the conversation turned to old England^ 
and though not entered upon warmly, still fa^- 
miliar names and old recollections forced pro- 
per interest. Nay, the conversation flowed 
more trippingly upon a theme so long forgotten. 
How speak of absent home, and not of deaths 
and marriages, and of sach like adventures? 
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*' Did yoo hear of poor Rutledge's sudden 
diiappearance from England ?" came at last. 

"No," was breathlessly replied. 

" Guae for certain, and bas not since been 
kcofd of at liome." 

" What can hare become of him?" asked 
81 ra. Mordaimt. Ber daughter had not strength 
for Uie qneslion. 

I mentioned three probable rendezvous of 
the ^esing at that lime — Colombia, tbe North 
Pole and tbe bottom of the sea. 

My jesl was ill received, and the young lady 
grew pale. The General Count St. Aubin flew 
to her relief, but in his hurry unluckily forgot 
both generalship and countship. 

" My dearest Sophia," was the exclamation, 
in pure vernacular English too, in which the 
Rhenish Count called on the fainting maiden. 

Sophia opened her eyes, and a shriek in- 
stantly came. For bending over her, she 
beheld the mustachio-less and undisguised 
RnUedge. 
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The passionate hysteric^ that his supposed 
fate had nearly produced^ was of course sus* 
pended, and not without the ire of the lady, 
who, glad as she was at the recovery of her 
lover, was still indignant at being so grossly 
deceived. She stood up with dignity, and 
spoke some words of resentment and pride. 
'^It was unjustifiable, and wrong in the ex- 
treme. She would never forgive it, never.*' 
So saying with a dreadful emphasis, Ae re- 
tired. 

The next morning Sophia not only granted, 
but her good sense made her even crave pardon 
of her lover. Her nationality, her natural feel- 
ings, and old, familiar thoughts returned ; and 
as in a little re-union of all friends, Florville 
and Julie met Rutledge with Sophia, the 
first allowed that the last was no longer 
bite. 

END OF A WEEK AT TOURS, AND 
OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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